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SPECIAL EXTRA NUMBER—WITH GRATIS PLATE—TWOPENCE. : 
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| CHRISTMAS EWE AT THE MILDEWERIES. 
} 4 | “It was a gracious compliment, and very thoughtful of Poor Papa, I think, to invite a lot uf the ‘Friv, girls on Christmas Eve, and to have no male things present but ’ 
of himself. Each of the girls as they came through the hall had to kiss my aged Parent under the mistletve. Mamma had not been told of the arrangement, and, coming up the 


kitchen stairs suddenly with the plum-pudding, collapsed on the hall mat through sheer fright. I think myself this sort of thing must have a very bad tuflucnee on the 
younger members of the Family. The subsequent conduct of Snatcher and Toddles was, to say the least, most ungentlemanly.” —Tootsie. 
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2 ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. (Christmas, 1888. 


“NO W ”~ 5 TE 
CONSTANT SYLLABLE TICKING)  TOOTSIE’S uri RIDDLE. 


Why is Pa’s nonsense like Jensen’s Cod Liver Oil ? 


FROM THE CLOCK OF TIME. JUBILEE & THE TWINS 


“NOW” IS THE WATCHWORD OF THE WISE. LIKE I7. 
“ NOW ” iS ON THE BANNER OF THE PRUDENT. Sold in Capsuled Bottles only, by all Chemists, Grocers, and Stores, 


Insist on having Jensen's ‘‘ ICEBERG" Brand 


“NOW” YOU CAN CHANGE THE TRICKLING PURE COD LIVER OIL. 


STREAM, BUT TO-MORROW YOU MAY HAVE THE RAGING TORRENT TO 


CONTEND WITH. 


G IN THE BATTLE OF THIS LIFE ENO'S 
* FRUIT SALT” is an imperative hygienic need, | ———— 


or necessary adjunct. It keeps the blood pure, prevents 

fevers and acute inflammatory diseases, removes the in- +] 

jurious effects of stimulants, narcotics, such as alcohol, 

tobacco, tea, cotfee, by natural means ; thus restores the r] r ‘ 


nervous system to its normal condition, by preventing 
the great danger of poisoned blood and over-cerebral 
activity, sleeplessness, irritability, worry, &c. 


THE CELEBRATED | QEATES! SKATES!! SKATES!!! Astocxprye Pnicr< 
SN 

Common Rubbish ke,’ 

10,000 pairs ready to gonit 


BIJOU MAGIC LANTERNS AND SLIDES. SEH, Ste UORERIESSSS VAIL Ima Of Berrie tier 
DONT_GO TO SEA WITHOUT A THE SALE IN S EVERY YEAR. NOTHING 7 ee 

BOTTLE OF ENO'S “ FRUIT SALT.” Mee a STTER #OR A PRESENT. JOSS = CELEBRATED DALEDO. 
—From atown in British Guiana, South America. —‘‘ J. 0 : carey ae SEAR Baas AREDO. 
_C. Eno, Esq., London.—Sir,—After two years’ trial of She palm | Screw toiiuca es. cho heel, whsch'maxes ithe GEALe ilte allover 

our excellent ‘FRUIT SALT,’ I can safely say that it over all others. | only recognised perfict Skate. Beeracie rene aero oe 

hes ee me iach misery from Manado — indiges- Carriage free, 6.60, The RENOWNED ACME PATTERN SKA 
tion, and impaired appetite, to which I have nm subject 
during alaven years’ csaidlanuce in the tropics. It is in- 
valuable to travellers as a preventive of sea-sicknexs, and 
a relief from the other ailments of life aboard ship ; and 
for myselt I would as soon think of going a voyage with- 
out my toothbrush as my bottle of ENOS ‘FRUIT 
SALT.’ With ordinary care it does not get hard and | ll nice _ presents, 
caked as other etfervescent preparations do in warm and | squistaction everywhere. Prize Cash Certincate treewiti each OVER. 80,000 BOLD. 
humid climates, and this is tly in its favour.—I am, | set. No.1 Set comprises japanned tin case containing a best | faze CERTIFICATE for money prizes competition, er 
sir, yours respectfully, W. F B.’ English-made Lantern, fitted with two lenses, paraMn lamp, with every packet. Each packet contains handsom 


glass chimney, silvered reflector, 60 really Comic Figures on dile leathe: ette writing case, fitted with blotter,compartiy: 17s 
12 long slides, 3 complete Nursery Tales, each Tale having for note paper, envelupes, post-cards, and penholder, e!s~: 


HE AD WINDS AND HEAVY SBA 12 pictures on 4 Slideg, making 36 more pictures ; 2 Comte Blip- eecurer, also note paper and envelopes, carved ivorine 


Best quality. Once the screws are adjusted proper to the fevt 
gis Oply pacessary, {0 Dreas & lever Mi take them on orf 

3s. 6d: _N e ver, 68. 6d. U) KEN. 
SINGTON STEEL Fastens to tho beet by nicans of 1 
screw knoh, with leather straps to go across the tn. Fre, 
28, 6d. per pair, Send for Catalogue for full description. Ort + 
to-day. sure and say the length of your boot in inches. 
Every size in stock—7, 74, up to 12 inches. 


GRAND STATIONERY PACKET. 
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a 77 6 a Ping Sitdes, 2 Movin, ever slides, 2 Moving Panorama Slides, holder, paper knife, magnifying lens, flve photos op glass, + 
CROSSING THE BAY.’— ‘T have Te- | i*Good Night” slide, 1 Welcome,” 1 Man Bwallowing Rats, copyright song, ten coloured cagra’ Tous, Heaatifal Ofolde 
cently returned from a trip in a P. and O. Company's 2.Chinese Firework Slides, making 107 pictures in all, completo brooch, oroide bold scarf pin, and a pocket-handkerchef wit! 

‘. ms at ; ine wi instructions, giving @ picture on be shevt 0: ee ree prize certificate, carriage ree, 2s. 3; two packets tr 
aati and consider it a duty incumbent upon me to diameter. Price los, 6d. No, 2—Precisely similar, hut having 4s. 3d., or three for 68, Biegest Bargain ever offered. Carrie 
make known to you that, during a nautical career ex- a No.2 Lantern and No.2 slides, forming a larger #ize through abroad Is. extra, Send at once. 

s : 3 Fy FY a ‘. Zi. out, Gives a picture feet in diameter, ce 148. 6d, No. 3— 
tending over a period of thirty years, [ have been invari Having a No.3 Lantern and No. 3 Slides, Throughout a very CHRISTMAS CARDS. 
ably a sufferer trom sea-sickness, more or less, according excellent, set, giving a 4 feet, diameter, picture. | Price 2s. ARANSEER eitie cient tak ‘i ‘ 

; : “ani vttles of specially prepar emica iving far superior y ior and cheaper than any otly' 
to the weather ; but on the last occasion, I am happy to | jit, eé, reese. ede and se. 6d. Larger ‘ects up to Lae Bee G heures 900) Cards ib stoce. The Kensington 2. 6 


say (although we experienced strong head winds and | Ilustratéa Catalogue. Facket contains. all of superb quality, four od. Cards, or 
b 4 7 ; ‘ i . . . |. Cards, six 2d. Cards, twenty Id. Car t 7% 
: F heav fae crossing = he Bay )I entirely escaped O and (anmtMas TREE ORNAMENTS. Boxes contain- cellaneous Cards (various sizes), ten Car is with solid act 
this L attribute to my HAVING PROVIDED MYSELF with ENO'S ‘F RUIT SALT,’ which 1 can most conscien- Te ane & opieedia Boeort nent of Drums, Flags, | ground, twelve easel Carde to stand up, at fold Screen C 
tiously recommend to all who may be similarly afflicted, whose business or pleasure may cause them to ‘go Saag et teeter Fearriage irec, In Sd. 20. 10d. SORKIN 8 rand LOLA OF 300 eee with Chiriecmes snd s'" 
down to the sea in ships.'—I am, sir, yours faithfully, a PURSER. Ss. Od. de. Od Zin. eas. Fackets of Prout, ot and Scenes, Gummer Bcenes, Porest. evand Morintain Aeearr:. 
» 2d. . and ver Views, ace Children, Cottage Children, Strevt 
decorations, in sheets.’ Assorted Packets &d., 18. 2d., | Children, Do H sey) ‘s, Mansions, 
EUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AMERICA, AUSTRALIA.—Important to all Travellers. — decorations, in ebeets.’ Assoried Packets &d.ts 24, | Calidren, Dogs, Birds, Hore Mom Tae compicie lott 
‘Please send me half-a-dozen bottles of ENO'S ‘ FRUIT SALT.’ I have tried ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT scription of Christmas Tree Goods, See Catalogue. marvelious, not approached even by any other house In tho 
Fy t ,, ry y 7 * i : ‘or cal ree, 28. lee th ever, cket we wive free 
in America, India, Egypt, and on the Continent for almost every complaint, fever included, with the most N2GEB Au AMATEUR MEATRICALS, |, Im- twenty Coloured Scrap Pictures, and ey Prine Certificate t 
satisfactory results, 1 can strongly recommend it to all Travellers ; in fact, I am never without it.—Yours tachins.6d,; Whiskersand Moustachios, Is.;Beards, | ¢nter inte Comperition for Cash'Prizes value £100, Every por 
faithfully, AN ANGLO-INDIAN OFFICIAL, June 26, 1878.” is.5 Full ditto, 1s, 6d. Nixeers’ Wigs, 28. 3d, or chaser of two, Facketa Js given, alco, a deautifal Croceni 
rising top, 38. Sd.; Sets of Bones, 18,, Is. 6d., 28. 6d. | and nest Cards anly, 2s. 6d., free, with certificate; ora | 


“T used my ‘FRUIT SALT’ freely in my last severe attack of fever, and I have every reason to say it Dlates 1a ae; ede de pair? Shirt Preats, one be Od geod. 1 Paleo packet, onatatsing Sfcards from Geach dow aware Oe Ons 
saved my life.—J. C. Eno.” Noses, 6d, : Tambourines, 18., 18. 6d., 28., 28, 6d e with this te et). Every packet guaranteed, [Pers 


6s, 6a... Gd. s Syangles, 74. and Is, 2d. packet ; Boxes of Thea: 
How TO AVOID THE INJURIOUS EFFEOTS OF STIMULANTS.—Experience 
shews that porter, mild ales, port wine, sweet champagne, dark sherries, liqueurs, and brandies are all 
very apt to disagree: while light write wines and gin or whisky, largely diluted with soda-water, will be 
found the least objectionable. ENO'S “ FRUIT SA T " is particularly adapted for any constitutional weak- 
ness of the liver ; it possesses the power of reparation when digestion has been disturbed or lost, and places 


the invalid on the right track to health. Dancing Devil, dances furiously, 1s. 2d. ; Twin! Devils, 18, 8d. : 
, IGANT AP PARC E ELECTRIC FUSEE CASE. Tn leatlus 30! 
HEADACHE AND DISORDERED STOMACH.—“ After suffering for nearly two and a ai RE agi De LE my Ls mickel eilver, ANY One Lyng 
half years from severe headache and disordered stomach, and after trying almost everything and spend- MORMOUS inducement to purchase largely. Epoy Rot iD the SOME MAGIC WH 
ing much money without finding any benefit, I was recommended by a friend to try your ‘FRUIT SALT,’ Wo offer for a tew wecks only. Each —Anyone, not in the secret, who bins 
and, before I had finished one bottle, I found it doing me a great deal of good, and now I am restored to my Lock ag liad pape ace dogs TNeantifai THE HAO TOBACCO. rove, Capita 
s, 64. OYS 


life-size, 18. 6d, BLOATER, 


Roltef Scrape embhorsed pletiires, &c. Dogs, 
flelds, ls. 6d. 


! nips, houses, 
HM niggers, palaces, royalty, musicians, portraits, 
iV i &c., carriage free, 18. 3d. In 


usual health, and others I know that have tried it have not enjoyed such good health for years. 
*‘ Yours most truly, «© ROBERT HUMPHREYS, Post Office, Barrasford.” 


THE ATLAS MOUNTAINS (MOROCCO), NORTHERN AFRICA —Mr. Harold 
Crichton-Browne, in a letter from the Atlas Mountaius, says: “The Kaid of Demnet treated us so well 
that we desired, on leaving, to make him some acknowledgment, and presented him with a box of Huntley 
and Palmer's biscuits and a Bottle of ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT,’ with which he was much pleased.” 

scraps, 13 in. by 7 in., also the gunk picture, 


—The World, September 12, 1888. 
BE SECRET OF SUCCE SS.—'A new foventisa is Homan pers = public, he commas : rica ch free c or our money QP sap uaeeres RATED. cupiarmas MAS CATALOGU aU 
success, A score of abominable imitations are immediately introduced by the unscrupulous, who, in | prize competition. Carriage abroad Is. extra, ure these | Enxravings, post-free ld. Novriie Lanterns, slides, 30" 

copying the original closely enough to deceive the public, and yet not so exactly as to infringe upon legal to oedema parcelsat once. ‘Two 2s. 6d. packets fur 48, &d.,three jag tue, 8d, rtra Bpectal Ditto, 90 pager, td. 

rights, exercise an ingenuity that, employed in an original channel, could not fail to secure reputation and J 


nears | THEOBALD & CO. (Est 0 Years), fa Buh Plc, &20Chreh St, Kensington, London 


Ay; 


tior 
uth 


many pictures m frames. The biggest bargain “valve, 28, Od., 
of ail, carriage free, 2s. 6d, With this packet ZONTAL ENGINE, 
f with working circu 


OAUTION.—Examine each Bottle and see that the Cupsule is marked ENO'S"* FRUIT SALT.” With- 
out it you have been imposed on by worthless imitations. 


SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. PREPARED ONLY AT 


BNO'S “FRUIT SALT’ WORKS, POMEROY STREET, NEW CROSS ROAD, LONDON, S.B. 


BY J. C. ENO'S PATENT. 


ELLEN —E—E—E—ET—aen"seooeuoouwonnwnwveeeowre—o—o— 
ISORDERED STOMACH AND BILIOUS ATTAOKS.—A Gentleman writes :— 
D es routs 27, 1887.—After twelve months’ experience of the value of the ‘VEGETABLE MOTO,’ I 


unhesitatiugly recommend their use in preference to any other medicime, more particularly in bilious attacks ; 
their action is so gentle, and yet so effective, that nothi equals them in my opinion. They have never 
failed to give the wished-for relief. I take them at any hour, and frequently in conjunction with a small 
glass of ENo’s ‘ FRUIT SaLt.’—Yours gratefully, ONE wHO Knows.” 


wast INDIES.—‘‘To Mr. J. C. Evo, London. — Please send me further su ply of your 


“VEGETABLE MOTO’ to the value of the P.O. enclosed (eight teeta The tirst small parcel came 


fully up to what is written of them. —St. Kitts, West Undies, October 11, 1887. 


THE SAME CORRESPONDENT, in orderinc a further supply of the “* VEGETABLE MOTO” 
in July, 1888, writes as tollows :—‘* | caunot help telling you that the ‘Moro’ is a valuable addition to 


your ‘ FroiT Sat,’ and ought to be as generally known as the latter.” 


ENO’S “VEGETABLE MOTO.” ike 
suos “Foor sn” wont, rousnor stat, raw cross row, ani, sz. | FOURTEEN PRIZE MEDALS? 
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Christmas, 1888.] 


Preace, Goodwill, and £500. 
Ws have all been repeatedly told that 


“Christmas comes but once a year, 
And when it comes it brings good cheer.” 


Without desiring to knock over old and accepted institutions, A. SLOPER 
wishes to point out that Christmas certainly only comes once a year, 
but that in very many cases it brings anything but good cheer. The 


Eminent, had te the means, wou'd bring good cheer and comfort to 
everyone, but autortunately periodically he himself sails about as near 
the Bankruptcy Court as it is possible to go. Never mind ; things 
may alter as he grows older, The nearest approach to universal 
happiness and luxury that A. Storer can think of at the moment is in 
the contemplation by the British nation of the fact that a friend will 
come down with a £500 note quite unexpectedly. During the last 
few months, in ‘‘ ALLY SLover’s Hatr-Horrmay,” an announcement 
has appeared weekly, showing how some lucky individual will meet 
with this good fortune shortly at the bands of the F.O.M. The man, 
woman, or child that gets that £500 ought to stand Christmas Pudding 
all round. It is not, however, for A. Storer to tell anvone what to do 
with lis money, his department is to shout in loud aud sonorous vells 
the following Vule-tidis h proclam tion :—Commencing with the * Hatr- 
Houipay” fur August Ath, 1888, cut out the first paragraph in 
«© Ally-Campane" from cach week's paper, and keep them by you till 
January 26th, 1889, when you will have loenty-sic in your possession. 
Then post the twenty-six cuttings, with your name and address, to 
“Slopers £500 Competition,” ‘‘ THE SLorentes,’ 99 SHoR 
Lane, FLERT STREET, Loxpox, E.C., and look in the Number for 
February 2nd, 1889, sor the name and address of the lucky wieaner of £500. 
Don't on any account post any of he cuttings until you have the whole 
toenty-six—that is, ene from each weeks “ Hatr-Houtpay,” com- 
mencing Auqust 4th, 1888, and endina January 26th, 1889. A. SLOPER, 
evr thoughtful, his kept plenty of back numbers in stock, which can 
be had, price Une Penny each, 


Lo eeember. 


Comes Christmas-time so merry ; 
Hail the holly and its berry ! 

The laurel-houghs that decorate the hall ; 
And the forward, gushing misses, 
And the crackers and the kisses, 

The dancing and the flirting at the ball. 


Comes a shade of melancholy, 
As I gaze upon the folly 
Of seme poor ugly, awkward little chit. 
Who are these who now surround me ? 
And why do they cluster round me? 
As I live, 'tis ‘neath the mistletoe I sit ! 


RMreflectibe. 


How sweetly pretty is the sentiment, ‘‘ Christmas comes but once a 
year!” Yea, surely! And what a jolly gery blessing it is that it does 
of another! 


¥ anuary. 
By A CONFIRMED FLIRT. 


HE who loves me now may follow, 
As I glide with speed of swallow 
On the wing, across the hard, black 

frozen mere ; 
Who professes blind devotion, 
Must, by poetry of motion, 
Prove himself without reproach and 
without fear. 


Side to side, with graceful swaying, 
On I specd, at times di-playing 
A glimpse of dainty buttine deftly 
laved 5 
Then, pursuers growing bolder, 
Cast a smile athwart my shoulder, 
Aud gaily, lightly laugh as on L haste. 


FU be Ghild’s Guide 
to the Gfireus. 


LESSON THE FIRST. 


place where children go when they 
are good. ILalf-price, if under twelve 
years of age. Children who go to the 
_-— — circus are «/ways under twelve years 
of age.’ 
Q.—" Whit do you see at the circus!" .4.—' Horses and clowns.” 
—' What is a clown?” 
Whole world.” 
Y.—"* What does a clown do?” 
; pon Are a clown's jokes good jokes!” 
yokes.” 


.i,—‘* He makes jokes.” 
al.--" No; they are bad 


(.~ ‘Are they new jokes?” .4.—" No; they are old jokes. Several | 


As the jokes most frequently used by clowns at the circus can be traced 
ack to the period of the deluge.” 
(. —* How are jokes made?” A.— With facial contortions.” 
‘!.— What are facial contortions?” A.—‘ Ugly mugs, stoopid.” 
.—** Describe the sensations imparted to the epidermis by a brisk 
on of the corrective implement popilarly kuown as a birch 
«1.—“* Ow, vi, ow! Boo-hoo!” 


Q. —* WHat isacircus?” A.—“A | 


A,— The most enviable being in the | 


| 


Every Thursday.—One Penny. —Post-free, 14d. 


Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday. 
Eight Large Pages Crammed Full of Pictures and Reading. 


Tue Larcgst CIRCULATION OF ANY ILLUSTRATED PAPER PUBLISHED 
In Great Britain. 


MONEY PRIZES! GRATIS PLATES! 
TWENTY SILVER WATCHES GIVEN AWAY WEEKLY! 


Two Handsome Presents Given away Weekly! 
Your Life Iusured for £150, Free! 
Your Cnaracter Told for Nothing! 
A Matrimonial Agony Open to All! 
Ally Sloper’s Art Union for Everybody! 
THE SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT 
Is conferred on Professional People deserving the Distinction. 


THE SLOPER MEDAL FOR VALOUR 
Is presented in all cases of Individual Bravery. 


THe SLOPER WARRANT 
Is given to people who have made a Mark in the Commercial World. 


Pasi eae 
ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY 

Forwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free. 

8 months, is. 8d.; 6 months, 8s. 8d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT Datziet, 

“Tae SLopgerigs,” 99 SHog Lang, FLEET Street, Lonpon, E.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 


For the Destitute Poor of London. 


———_—-+—__ — 


Winter ts with us once again hand in hand with its old 
friends, Pain, Hunger, and Suffering. Even to the rich 


| and well-to-do Winter is looked upon as an Annual Bogey 


jovial, good old chap. 


that brings the Doctor to the house daily, making prisoners 
of many of us until Spring arrives with a reprieve. 
those who have their every wish gratified, and all their 
wants attended to by kind and loving hands, suffer, as 
many do, during this cruel period, how much more must 
those who have neither home, nor food, nor friends, 
feel the pinch of poverty and distress. We have all been 
taught tu look upon Father Christmas as a dear, kind, 
So he is, when he brings help to 
those in want. A. Stover often wishes that the public 
would look upon him as a Modern Father Christmas and 
send him their pennies once a year that he might help tn 
quarters of London with which he ts well acquainted, and 
where Starration ts the all-ruling power. This is a dream, 
however, that it ts impossible to realize ; still it shall not 
prevent him appealing to those who can feel Jor others, 
and ask them to do what they can for their poor brothers 
and sisters. Subscriptions, no matter how small, will be 
acknowledged week by week in “ Atty S.Loper’s Hatr- 
Honpway,” and the distribution of the moneys will commence 
on Saturday, December 22nd. The Proprietor of “ ALLY 
Storer’s Hatr-Houmpay” has pleasure in heading the 
list with a cheque for £25—the rest remains with the 
gerxerous British public. Kindly address :-— 


Mr. GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“ ALLY SLoper’s CHRISTMAS APPEAL,” 
‘‘The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 


Fleet Street, London, E.C. 
oe 


FL Golden Grown. 


You who in plenty dwell, the well-to-do, 
Nay, those of humble lot a trifle spare, 
Our poor to help, just drop but one or two 
Stray pieces trom your stock and kindly share 
That which is lightly spared by those that nothing boast. 


Yowr homes are rich, if not with wealth, with means 
To heep the wolf from coming to the door, 
Their brightest lot when poverty but gleans 
The stray crumbs falling from a richer store ; 
Then help them kindly, friends, else may the chance be lost. 


Your friends are many, and would gladly aid 
You ; kindly from all luckless chance would save, 
Their ouly help at last when Death s dull shade 
May hail them ‘* Welcome to a pauper's grave,” 
And make them free at last from misery moti, 


You who but little have still something find, 
Nay, e’er be ready with a willing hand, 
Your mite if small blush not and nothing miud, 
Maye then in that better ‘ Happy Land, ' 
For a few pence you'll tind ac own of ul, 


Purchasers vf 


Ally Sloper’s Christmas Holidays, 


filling in the label printed below, stand a chance of getting 


THE RENT OF THEIR HOUSE PAID 


FOR THE YEAR 1889. 


The money will be forwarded to the candidate selected, every Quarter-day 
during the ensuing year. 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS BOX. 


Name...... 
Address, 


Rent of House......... 


cosseccseee PEP annum, 


Cut out Label and enclose rt in envelope—Addressed, — 
“SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS BOX,” 
“THE Stopemes,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 
°° The Last will close December 31st, 1588. 
THe NAME OF THE SuccessrUL Comrett WILL ; 
“ALLY SLOPER'S Hatr-Houivay ” Rt 1S JASCASS, 18S, A 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 8 


FA EXbristmas GTard to the E¥oor. 
Sue was a little, careful thing, — 
None could have been more careful ! 
She dreamt of him when far away, 
With visage pale and prayerfu 
She took aun temght a Christmas Card 
With Verses sweet as honey, 
And spent on it a cruel lot 
Of her wee pocket-money. 
She shunned the nearest pillar-box, 
The post-mark p'raps he knew it ; 
She ‘esitated, ao it off, 
And—clean forgot to do it. 


Morat.—A Christmas Card left over 
from this year can be sent to somebody 
else next year. 

ee See 


Ht 1s. xn DQuisance toben 


SoMEONE comes into your "bus with 
a wet umbrella. 

You come to the theatre door with 
a party of ladies, 
and find that you've 
forgotten the tickets. 

hen ‘‘ that there 

girl” tumbles down 
those *‘ there ” stairs 
atop of that “there” tea-tray when you have company to tea, and all 
your other cups and saucers are odd ! 

When that girl has forgotten to leave you out matches to go to bed 
with. Again, 2 

When you reckon upon catching the last week-day train, and, upon 
arriving at the station, tind that ‘* Hang it all! it's Sunday.” 


FA. VWrle-tide VW otol, by Dar Yelper. 


Hatt, Father Christmas! Jolly old soul! 
Toasted thou ever shalt be ; 
Yet many who pledge thy health in the bowl 
Cuss thy yorm, when tuey drop the latch-key. 
—_— oo 


Falfter the Ebristmas Winner. 


Sxetcu (PURELY Imacinary, OF Course). 


Scene—A Drawing-roon. Mr. Ropinson, tn his arm-chair; Mrs, 
ROBINSON, in hers. They have just shut the door after the last guest, 
Mrs. R. (just seated). There—they are gone at last ! 

Mr. R. Yes; and I'm sure the whole thing has gone off most com- 
fortably. Your arrangements, = dear, were really excellent. 

Mrs. R. (gratified). It's very pleasant to hear you say so, Frederick. 
I'm sure the clever way you managed the conversation was simply 
marvellous. 

Mr. R. I never tasted a better cooked fish in all my life. 

Mrs. R. And what a hit you made with your Soudan anecdotes, 
especially your description of the enemy's retrenchment. 

Mr. R. Leprostaats | My dear Arabella! Jn-trenchment, you mean. 

Mrs. R. (nettled). You sacd retrenchment,” at any rate, if you 
meant the other. 

. Mr. R. Nonsense, Arabella, don't be absurd—I said nothing of the 

ind ! 

Mrs, R. (obstinate). I know you said “retrenchment,” then, what- 
ever you may say now. 

Mr. R. (angry). Retrenchment ?—fiddlestick ! 
whatever about it—(panse)—untortunately for me ! 

Mus. R, (stung). Frederick, that taunt is unworthy of you. If you 
ai have a lot of friends here, eating and drinking, 1 can’t help money 

ing spent. 

Mr. R (savage). Come, I like that! Afy friends! Why, the great 
bulk of them were your people—sisters and brothers, and mother, and 
Goodness knows who ! 

Mrs. R. (hurt). My people, indeed! I'd have you know, Mr. Robin- 
son, my dear mamma and pene are not people! People, indeed—oh ! 
(Begins to feel for her handkerchief.) 

Mr. R. (desperate). Now, Arabella, don't be a fool ! 

Mrs. R. (heart-broken). Poor dear mamma! Oh—oh—oh! you un- 
feeling man—you hard-hearted monster! (Bursts into tears, and rushes 
Srom the room, ROBINSON tears his hair and raves.) 


You know nothing 


s * * * e * 
[Perhaps you think they had a judicial separation, and all that sort 
of thing. Uh, no! they were all right the next morning, quarrelled 
in next day, made it up ence more the day after, and have been 
ing pretty much the same thing ever since.] 


FA Walale of “ Wtwelfth “yigbt,” 


Miss Ethel Maude (aged ten). Oh, mamma, dear, may I go to Mrs, 
Robinson's ‘‘ Twelfth Night” party ! 

Mamma. No, dear, you are better at home here with me. 

Miss Kthel Maude. But you used to go to parties and balls once, 
mamma. 

Mamma, Yes, my love, but now I've seen the folly of them. 
4 Miss Ethel Maude, But ] want tu see the folly of them, foo, mamma, 

learest. 


———— 
Pbpllis and ber Pudding. 
= ZENS CHRISTMAS comes but once a 
a ice yeur, 
\ } That's a fact beyond all ques- 
‘ tic, 


And a fact, we 
must admit, 
Very good for 
our digestion. 
Pudding luscious, 
nice and hot. 
Given by the 
hands of 
beauty, 
Is so tempting, 
that we feel 
‘To devour it is « 


duty. 
Yes, when lovely Phyllis comes, 
With her dress-improver on her, 
To consume the dish she brings 
Seem» almost a point of honour. 


But Minerva says, ‘‘ Beware ! 
Trust not to that maid deluding 
Adam had too much of fruit, 
You may have too much of pul 
ding.” 
So you may, the maiden’s lips 
Richer are by far in blisses 
Than ber pudding: let that pass, 
Rather take it out in kisses. 


Srorer did the pudding try, 
Alxo sampled of the kisses. 
Indigestion made him cry, 
But the “ bussing"” bronght new 
blisses, 
Sage exper'ence lids him say 
To all and sundry, young «nd old, 
Gather kisses while ye may ; 
Leave the rich pudding for the told,” 
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1. “Give me a lead,” she said. 
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over and “hits him on 
the summit of the head , 


She (enthusiasticall ) How 
nice fo be so clever!” 


SHE APPRECIATED HIS TALENT. 3. “Open me that gate, please.” He did. 4. And who said he was not ith at the finish. 


CHRISTMAS IN YE GOOD OLD DAYS, | 
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One of the Sloper twins has been hired out by a 
well-known clown. This picture depicts the clown 
endeavouring to bribe the twin to chuck over the 
Sloper family. 


et 
ee | A GAME BIRD. 
Cuss the thing's struggles! Hither 
eee i = must drop it or { must op. Two hou 
5; pace ——— SS "| Kelling 8 Dird is no joke. Tho worst of 
Pity this maiden, a waif of the street — | Laying the wandering spirit. Giving it to him hot (water). Milkinsop vows never to act the ghost again. The others | I promised to take a pheasant home t the 
Pity, cold pity in London she'll meet. say they always like hot water with their spirite, Peres eo 
a y 
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CHRISTMAS IN BED. 
Poor old Grumbles always did suffer from dreams after an extra 
eres. Here he ie depicted receiving visits from sundry Jack the 

| ppers. \ 


- hen the Zar waiteth 
“Mourn ull in the stillness , 
and the ard Doe addeth 
yet wratho to hia Fletorted 
pecimens of — 


— 


——_ =. 


Artful Miss. Oh, why didnt they tell mo they'd got the carpet wre : 
up for the dance? But I dont think I've hurt myself. Oh, here “Oh, Harry, dear, 1 went down such an awful bamp, on the ice 
| comes George. Oh, dear, I know I've hurt myself dreadfully. ee Really! Did you hurt yourself much ?"— Oh, no, 
|__ Help, help! | luckily my bus—that is—er—my dress is so thick, you know. 


a CHRISTMAS EVE IN OUR STREET. 


Churchwarden. Want to go into church, and you a 
workhouse brat, too! Don't you know, boy, that our con- 
gregation is comprised of turkey, goose, sage and onion 
stuffing, and plum pudding eaters only? Away, away ! 


Bill. Joey, 1 dunno whats come over the pantomimes ! 
There were a time when we never earned less than two 
quid a week at Christmas. 

Joey. Ah, Bill, shove some prettz faces and shapely limbs 
on the stage nowadays and the public are satisfied. Talent 
_is thought nought of! 


‘ é) 


~ 


. 


: he Keshone be Mpantient 


Ange dhitgsontperds\\we7 aovs 2 
BOXING DAY. — a2 


Gallery just round the corner, guv'ner."—“ Gallery! what “Up tonow I believe we have generally been considered as rater musically inclined, and with but one exception thcre’s a musical amateur learning and practising ‘ 
dyer mean? Show us round to the stalls, and stow yer gab!” some instrament or other at every house ; but now we begin to think this may have annoyed the man who wasn't musical. Anvhow, when the waits came —‘ 
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Wesperate Weeds of Composition. 


1 SHOULD like it to be distinctly understood, before going any further 
into this matter, that my name is Algernon Percival Higgins. Pre- 
sently, perhaps, you may get a little coufused ; it is, therefore, as well 
to start fair. That's my name, and I am perfectly satisfied with it, if 
I may be allowed to enjoy it intact. 

1 ive at Slocum Podees, and have done a great deal for the place. 
Among other things, I have been instrumental in starting a local journal. 

The local journal does not absolutely pay expenses at the present 
moment, and we have to economize as much as possible. The editor 
sets up his own artichs, and the sub, takes down the shutters, and 
takes the copies round to the subscribers, also sweeping out the shop 
when not otherwise occupied. Persons in the town wishing tc say any- 
thing about their goods, send what they would like put in in their own 
words, and we have also an occasional reporter for gigantic gooseberries, 
and other exciting events, It was this man who did me the injury. 

There had been an important public meeting with reference to the 
renovation of the parish pump, at which I spoke at some length, and 
the circumstance was thus reported :— _ 

“* And a Mr. Higgins seconded the motion.” 

I am not easily annoyed, but I felt that ‘‘a” deeply, and went down 
to the editor and gave hima bit of my mind. e was in his shirt- 
sleeves, setting up the ‘ Poets’ Corner,” when 1 called, and he said he 
was very sorry, but it was a blunder of the sub.'s, and showed me the 
rough proof, which ran thus :— ; 

“ And Mr. a Higgins seconded the motion.” : 

It is only the ‘a’ that has been transposed,” said he. ‘ However, 
T'll put a line in next week, and explain.” . : 

ere was an unsteadiness about the editor's gait, and a huskiness 
about his tones, which compelled me to conclude tnat he had been 
taking something rather strong. An all-pervading odour of rum 
heightened this impression. 

Next week this explanation appeared :—‘‘In our last number, by an 
ervor of the press, we spoke of our valued townsman as a Mr. Higgins. 
‘Ve need not inform our readers which Mr. Higgins we meant ; there is 
only one Hig _ in Slocum Podger.” x 

I went down to the office boiling over, and found the sub. in charge 
cleaning the windows. He said he was very so indeed, but the 
© gins” had accidentally fallen out. He added that the affair should be 
set straight next week. rae . 

Next week I opened the pepe ns and read this :—‘‘ A series of 
most unfortunate typographical errors have occasioned much pain and 
nunoyance to a valued townsman, Mr. H. Piggins. We are extremel 
sorry that they should have occurred, but trust that he will overloo! 
our misdeeds in his well-known generous sty .” ; 

I very naturally foamed at the mouth on reading this, and took a 
thick stick with me to the office. The sub, was there, polishing the 
door-plate. He said it was only the ‘‘H” had got before the ‘‘ P,” and 
that there ought to have been an ‘‘le” at the eud of ‘‘sty ,” and then 
it would have been all right. 

I asked him how he would like to be called a Piggins ina sty, and 
he said he would speak to the editor when he came in, but that he was 
round the corner at that minute having a glass of something with an 
advertiser. 

Next week this appeared :—‘‘ ERRATUM.—In last number, at bottom 
of the third column, page 2, for Pig read Hog. We again express our 
regrets to Mr. gins, but it would seem that what cannot be cured 
must be endured.’ A 

I went down to the office, gnashing sé teeth, and tore my hair out, 
a lot at a time, all over the cases. he editor had gone out to get 
change of a shilling, but 1 waited for him, and took him by the throat 
when he came in. 

He said, as soon as he could speak, “1 think the very deuce has f° 
iuto the machinery ; but here you are! Say any mortal thing you like, 
and set it up yourself. Will that please you?” 

1 am not accustomed to set up type, and my eyesight is not as cot 
as it used to be. Besides, I was much agitated, and shook a good deal. 
The result was as follows :— 

vRm Ot EzigoLogs bjjimuhEw nonregL lavicreP sngggiHl Srof eht 
ylssrg IgNoyyut sekatsim ewZ VaH EdaW® 

I only learnt afterwards that I ought to fave spelt the words back- 
wards, The editor, however, caid he thought | particularly wanted it 
done the other way, and so he did not interfere. Some of the subscribers 
thought it was a toreign language, anil some that it was an advertise- 
ment of a Christmas Annual, but the gross iusults | had suffered were 
never apologized for in a more intelligible manner, and I am called 
Piggins in a sty to this hour. I suppose I can ebtain no legal redress, 


GX bristmas Weflections. 


AFTER the good Christmas dinner, do men, even the savage-breastedest 
of men, become like unto the melons on the dessert table—in that they, 
too, have ripened under glasses ? 

Beauteous, truly be-eauteous is Christmastide ; ’tis a sweet season, 
when one’s heart brimmeth over with peace, goodwill, and charity to 
What say, Jane? Another Christmas box? Oh, I say! Bother! 
Confound them all! 


—ro——— 


Wr. Glossop on GRemory. 


A LEARNED professor declares that memory is the primordial pro- 
perty of the Laken ogg differentiated as muscular fibre, and I sternly 
decline to contradict him ; I dare venture to say that memory is a 
convenient attribute, especially whea it is adaptable to circumstances. 
For instance, when Sir Pompey Goldfinch strolls up at a conversazione, 
and attempts to patronize you, it is pleasant to be able to exhibit your 
want of memory by looking at the great man with a puzzled expres- 
sion, and warbling, ‘‘Er—let me see—I—er—fancy we have met 
before. Ah! of course, I recollect now. Your name's Blobbs. bbe 
Blobbs, I'm charmed to see you, my dear fellow ; how exceedingly i 
you are lookiug, though!” 

Yes, a pitiably poor memory most certainly has its advantages some- 
times. What sane person ever wishes to ‘‘ Remember the grotto,” or 
the waits who call on Boxing-day, or the waiters at public dinners who 
thrust semi-cold, half-cooked food about, or the vigorous crossing- 
sweepers who whirl showers of mud over newly-polished boots, or the 
snufly, red-nosed pew-openera who haunt weddings, or the grog- 
blossomed monthly nurses, who beg you to kiss the smll terra-cotta- 
looking lump of humanity, with a face like a dyspeptic monkey ? 
Still, some humans hank after the possession of a retentive memory, 
and the art of never forgetting is uot so difficult to acquire as one 
might imagine. Here are a few hints on this mnemonical subject :— 

Rule No. 1, Should you have an afternoon appointment you desire 
to keep punctually with a chiropodist, wear a pair of tight-fitting 
patent leather shoes during the morning. 

No. 2. If your ambition is to work miracles with your memory, 
study speaking Welsh backwards for six hours every day. 

No. 3 (for boys under sixteen only).—Commit a petty theft under 
the nose of a constable. You will never forget the warder who ad- 
ministers twelve strokes with a birch rod. 

No. 4. Eat a page of ‘‘ Bradshaw's Guide" between two thin slices 
of bread and butter every night. 

No. 5. If vague in domestic matters, present your wife with any 

. Strange stray hair-pin you may find mysteriously lodged in the collar 
of your evening dress coat. 

No. 6. Accustom yourself to think of the words cold mutton and 
resurrection pie every morning immediately after breakfast. This 
habit will induce you to inquire what the evening meal is likely to 
consist of You will then be enabled to make satisfactory arrange- 
ments accordingly. 

No. 7. If you enter a ball-room on a winter's night with your 
trousers tucked up, wear them tucked up to the bitter end of the 
dance. Let no arguments persuade you to turn them down. I 
guarantee that your memory will never play you false in this fashion 
again, 

“No. 8 Buy ‘‘Atty Svorer’s Hatr-Hoiipay"’ regularly for the 
six mouths dating from last August, and then put in tor the £500, If 
you are successful you will never forget it. 

WILLIAM GLossop, M.D. 


FAbe Wiscontented Waneer. 


Ross the dancer was a tripper 
Limp and slim; 

Small of waist and neat of slipper, 
Round of limb. 


Dukes and viscounts — sought her, 
~ ae gol: eae 
‘ashmeres, jewels; yet they thought ber 
Rather cold. — 


Wept she in a lonely hour: 
‘* Over these 

Dukes and viscounts have I power 
All to please. 


“Yet a Dean will scorn my poses 
Bishops glance, 
And turn mp bere reverend noses 
hen 1 dance. 


‘*Gladly I'd (if, cloth forgetting, 
mly one 
Bishop praised my pirouetting) 
Die a nun.” 


. * s 
Round the Bishop's table Vicars, 
‘tors crowd ; 
And they praise the fruity liquors 
Quite aloud. 
Portly aprons quake with laughing 
Slowly grows 
Redder, from the constant quaffing, 
Every nose. 
‘But a word, you muffled stranger, 
At the least— 
Bear’st thou news of woe or danger 
To my feast?” 


Cried the Bishop. Slipt the sable 
Cloak to ground, 

Sprang a vision to the table 
With a bound. 


Brief her petticoats, of lightest, 
Finest gauze, 

And she were the very tightest — 
Here we pause. 


Mazy dances without number 
Wove she there 

For a fortnight! (Sounds of slumber 
Rent the air.) 


When at length she ceased her flying 
For a rest, 

Round her were the clergy lying 
Unimpressed. 

In a fit of strong hysterics 
Down she dropped ; 

While the snoring of the clerics 
Never stopped. 


Rose she La Pike frantic laughter, 
Insan 


f e— 
Ne'er (though advertiséd after) 
Seen again. 


—o———__ 


Ebilosopby. 


Matrers had gone very badly with him, and the Christmas bills 
were unusually heavy, so he called on the lawyer to make his will. 

‘*To-morrow’s sun will never set for me,” he said, hoarsely. 

‘* What do you mean, doctor?” exclaimed the lawyer, in alarm. 

“TI mean that | cannot face ruin and disgrace. The pistol cr a dose 
of prussic acid will end my troubles before noon.” 

“My dear doctor,” said the man of law, gravely. ‘Suicide is 
cowardice ; that is why cowards never commit suicide, lest they be 
suspected of showing the white feather! But, my dear ductor, fancy 
a man of your profession, who has a legal diploma to exercise his 
homicidal fancies upon all humanity, practising upon himself! Surely, 
you have some poor deserving patient who——” 

“1 have, I have!" returned the man of skill, eagerly ; “and there is 
sound logic in your reasoning. 1 will put off the will.” 

Two of the nearest undertakers retired from business before the year 
was over. 


—1————_ 


Abe Seasons. 


AUTUMN. 
The hollow autumn breeze, 
Tunes forth a sweet, sad song, 
I cough, and choke, and sneeze, 
And take my hot grog strong. 


SPRING. 
I CULL the sweet spring flowers, 
So redolent of scent ; 
I dream in woods for hours, 
And forget to pay my rent. 
SUMMER. 
Ah, yes! the calm blue sea, 
Is all of fragrance rife. 
‘Tis a drain-pipe on the lea,” | 
Remarks my gentle wife. i 
eee 


Song of 
\ 


WINTER. 
The night is drear and chill, 
Oh, how my chilblains itch ! 
Go, fetch a strong bee 
t goose was awfully rich. 


the Flirt. 


WITH many a prank my “ma” 
may fret, 
She wants me to be steady ; 
But all her counsels I forget — 
For fun I’m ever ready. 


I go to many a rout and ball, 
And ‘‘star” it all the season ; 
1 stay at many a country hall, 
And plot fresh plans of treason. 
I ride my bay mare in the ‘‘ Row,” 
1 go to fétes and races ; 
To tennis parties, too, I go, 
Sought out midst all “ ‘be eraces” 


I make men prisoners evermore 
= _ By giving them my roses ; 

I get love-letters by the score, 
And baskets full of posies. 


I toss my head and arch my neck, 
And they are pleured in sadness ; 

I smile and with my finger beck, 
And they are filled with gladness. 


The strings are many to my bow ; 
My followers fail me never ; 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I tlirt on for ever! 


+ 


Some “ Kestibe” 
Sentiments. 


Sweet, truly sweet, is the rum- 
punch of merry Christmastide. Yea, 
verily, very sweet—if enough sugar 
has been put in. Rum thing, 
thongh, about rum-puuch is this, that when one exceeds, say, one’s 
half-dozenth tumbler, one should then be like unto that tumbler, 
inasmuch as one then becometh a tumbler one’s self—on the floor. 


FA be 


(Christmas, 1888, 


Taer @ion Flccount of Ft. 


(By « Sprnster.) 


Looxinc back over the pages of my Diary, and comparing this y. 

of grace, eighteen hundred and eighty-eight, with miay that have ie 

ed it, I am obliged to come to the extremely painful conclusion that 
this said year has been—to put it mildly, as Laura would 8ay—a 
complete Do. 

My Diary sufficiently proves the assertion. Thus:— 

In the first place— / haven't had a single OFFER ! 

Secondly—I am just twelve months older siuce taking st ck thix time 
last year; and when one comes to be twenty-seven, you see, this is a 
consideration. 

Heigho! nearly another year gone, aud still the old, old story t - gn 
on with ; will there ever be a new one, | wonder? Sh-il [ver meet 
Someone who is in search of a Somebody? or shall I give up tue 
** Bloom" at once, and take to a parrot? 

What is love, I wonder? 1 am not bad-looking at a'l; an‘ at nigit 
when I've got the ‘‘ Bloom” on, am considered a “ tive, showy-iookin. 
girl,” yet nobody has ever given me the chauce yet of kuowing. “ 

Tried? Yes, of course I have. 

Let me see, now ;—I went to every good dance Jast season, aud dil 
all I knew at each ; no 1 at all. Then tried Ryde, did the pier. 
business in no end of the kilingest ‘marine costumes,” and | kxo.- 
looke:t well there, for the sea air always gives me a complexion—a reu/ 
one, [ meav. That no good again. From Ryde went on to Brigh:ou ; 
lots of good men there. No go again. # 

How is it, I wonder, some girls get on (and of) so well? What is it 
I should like to know, men see in some girls? Now, for instance, there's 
Georgie Browne; father an old-fashioned country clergyman, living 
somewhere in the wilds of Yorkshire. Georgie comes up to town once 
a year to stay with her mother's t-aunt in Curzon Street. The girl 
really has only a prettyish sort of baby-face, with blue eyes and wavy 
yellow hair; she doesn’t know anythiug—never even heard of th 
*Bloom"—and can scarcely say ‘‘bo” toa goose, yet the men iv, 
about her— Pshaw ! 

Well, it is enough to provers a saint—and, Goodness knows, J Won't 
retend to be one—to have to do wall-flower all the evening, while a 
ittle baby-faced chit of a thing—who ought to be eating bread and jam 

in a nursery—is having all the best men, one alter another, all round 
the room. 

I wonder whether men really do like girls to be stupid ? 

I really have half a miud to give up the ‘* Bloom,” wear my hair in a 
coil, and try the line—the Georgie Browne line, | mean—my-elf. 

Ah me! it’s very heart-aching, this old, old story: sometimes, when 
I'm undoing my hair and washing off the powder before going tv 
bed, 1 feel, oh! so weary of it—and this year seems to have been 
wearier and harder than ever. 

Why am Iso unlucky? Why do not men—ora man, I don't ak 
for more than one—fall in love with me, if only a little bit What is 
Love like? Shall I ever know? 

The night before last, little Nellie Lee, my cousin, spent the day her-, 
and slept with me. Jcouldn’t sleep at all, and lay awake most of the 
= looking at her. She was smiling in her dreams like a happy 
child—a child who has just received a new toy, and every now and then 
her lips formed a word. Was that word, I thought, the name of her 


toy? 
That, I suppose, was Love...... And J—well, J must go on as before, 
I suppose. 
* * * * e s 
2 ee 
@ bristmastide. 
Time to all dear ! 
Time of good cheer ! 


Christmas is here ! 


Ring out, ye merry joyful bells, 
Your music's peal glad tidings tells, 
And in the Yule Log’s cheerful glow 
Glance holly bright and mistletoe. 


Boys, throw up your caps, for ‘tis holiday time, 

And cheer as you hark to the merry bells’ chime, 
"Tis the season for puddings, miuce pies, and egg-flips, 
For pantomime fun, and for grand papa’s tips. 


The time when ev'ry table groans with quantity and quality, 

And Father Christmas leads the van of friendly, harmless jollity ; 

The time for Christmas numbers, too, for Christmas fare, and jolly days, 
The time endeared to all the world by SLoper's CHRISTMAS HoLipays. 


—_——— 


@n Going to the AAbeatre. 
By a Youngest Boy. 


I nav herd that there are sum Persons liveing who do not kare a rapp 
aboute goeing to the Theeater. If enny wun who is attlickted with this 
complaynt reeds this essai, he will be glad to heer that there are Two 
littel boyse who wold gladdly spair him the pane of useing bis seets if 
he has enny. Those littel boyse are Gorge antl me. And we wold Not 
ask enny grone-up Person toakumpanny Us. Grone-up Persons akt as 
a Blite on the engoyment of littel se, with their nugeing, and hish- 
ing, and the isy glanses they kepe deeling in shold you be muved to 
harmless Merth at the xpens of the Person who hapense to be citeing 
in Front of you. Nor must you speek wen the Peeple on the bords are 
chattering like ennything. It makes me sik, the verry thoughte of it! 

The last plai Gorge and me went to was Fawst. At leste | 
supose it is a Plai, but it ceems verry reel. At wun stage of the 
entertaynment, Gorge parker cride, and sed that he wold uever prig 
Biskits owte of the Store rume agayne. For mi one part, i dissiled 
that if that Red Gentleman is the kind of Person who carris awai Bul 
littel Boyse, i had rather be a gode littel Boy. Gorge is of the saim 
as ere on. hi een 

do Not beleeve that Gorge and me hav bene in a cingle Scraip sinse 
we went to Fawst. But the human hart is desparattley wickide. We 
shall brake out bi and bi, i have smal doute. ; 

And yet i kannot help thinkeing of that Red Gentleman sumtimse, 
if he is really the kind of Person who takse awai the Bad littel Boyse. 
1 wold give my Hed to kno! 

———E 


QRy Good Wesolutions for the Ww 


W ear. 


1.—On awaking, when “called,” on New Year's morning, instead of 
indulging in just one more “forty winks,” to get up that very instant 
minute, if not sooner, and to continue the practice every succeeding 
merely: Mit 
2.—Not on any account, nor any subterfuge whatever, however co! 
may be, to shirk my matutinal “tub.” " fines 
$.—To walk, instead of riding into the City, and thereby save 4 
really magnificent sum per annum. aqaaal® 
4.—To allow myself only one short, sharp half hour for lune f 
instead of my customary tifty minutes, with un additional ten for the 
dolce far niente of a cup of coffee and a cigarette. i 
5.—To give up, now and for ever, and never again, never no more l 
bet on billiards. Yea, verily, let that be my cue. — mint” 
6.—To eschew the smoke-room at the club, and “‘improve my mi" | 
instead in the library with i—not to say ‘‘do me good "—books; 
yes, let me be ‘‘ quite a tome” there. four 
7.—Never to lend my new umbrella to anyone, no, not even to bcs 
old SLOPER. A 
8.—To make it up once more with ny mother-in-law. a 
9.—To drink beer instead of wine at dinner, and bank the sum tat 
saved for ‘‘a rainy day.” Ce 
10.—To send a twelvemonths’ subscription, in advance, to No. 
Shoe Lane, for ‘‘ ALLY SLoper's HaLF- HuLiDay.” 
11.—To allow myself only two new hats in the twelvemonth. rr 
12,—To pay Robiason back ‘that fifty” I borrowed tive years °°) 
and lastly, not leastly, to go to church at least—once a month. 
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@& bristmas.” 


‘*A Merry Curistmas!" bah! 
pluck off the cunning painted 
mask 

Of simulated modesty, and 
show the real face, 

All seamed with care and haggard 
woe and sin behind, then ask 

How merriment, with tattered 
rag, can hold its place, or 
Kisk 

In squalid dens of want and 
crime, and haunts of foul 
dixgrace ? 


“ FA Kerry 


= 


Ca 
? 


What, merriment !—the drunken 
2 howl of that poor loathsome 
— brute 
Who wallows in the gutter-mire—in truth, a jovial sight !— 
Or in the fluent blasphemies that all our streets pollute, 
And inakes us wish mankind were more like brutes e’en yet, and mute— 
Or in the tarnished doves that fly, like noisome bats, by night ! 


‘*A Merry Christmas !""—ay, for those who live a merry life—- 

Who need not think with anxious care about their morrow's meal, 
Whose lives flow on from year to year vithout a care or strife— 
To such as these with merriment the Christmastide is rife 

Whose pleth’ric pockets still o’erflow, though rogues and rascals steal. 


Oh, think of this, ye lucky ones, who spend your Christmastide 

In revels and rejoicing—think, that while you feast and play, 
There stands without a ghastly crowd, lank-jawed and hollow-eyed, 
To whom all Christmas cheer is by unequal fate denied, 

And drop a thumping sum within the poor-boc slit to-day! 


+ 


“A be Perry Season!” (With the € hill off.) 


A DRAMA OF DOMESTIC INTEREST. 


SceNe.—Mrs. CHARLES CooBIDDY’s Breakfast-parlour at Brixton. 
TIME.—9.30 a.M., on 24th December, 1888, 


DraMaTIs PERSONZ.—Mr. and Mrs. CooBipDy and the CooBIDDy 
Olive-branches, 


Mr. Coosippy ipasesey Srom his usual matutinal extraordinary feat 
of rapid sausage-devouring and coffee-swallowing to look at his watch). 
Bless me, time | was off! And so, Clara, you have determined not to 
ask Cousin Joho to our Christmas dinner this year? 

Mrs. Coopippy. Yes, Charles, I know it is rather—ahem !—impolitic 
perhaps, but, you see, the Swellington Toffs are coming -the first time 
they have ever so condescended, you know, and I've asked young Grigl 
—he’s quite gone on Kate, I believe—and Cousin John always will 
come in that awful old brown coat, and always will blow his nose so 
awfully with that awful red cotton handkerchief, and always will tell 
those awful stories before a mixed company, and last year he got really 
quite objectionably tipsy. So | thought of asking him to come quietly 
on Wednesday—the day after, youknow. We can have the turkey coud, 
and with mashed Popatoes, and a nice sirloin from Brisket’s, and a 
couple of bottles of Figgs’ famous crusty port, it wil do capitally, and 
we shall have him all ¢o ourselves, you see. 

Mr. C. (after another extraordinary feat of hot coffee-swallowing, and 
struggling into his greatcnat). Well, as you like, Clara, only, if the old 
boy should add a codicil, don’t blame me. 'Found it, there's my ‘bus 
already! Dash it! By-bye, Popsie—Hang it !!—where’s my hat ?— 
Ta-ta, Kate—Where the deuce now are——?—Can't wait —Bothera—! ! 

[Fxit hurriedly. Scene closes in. 


From Mrs. CHarLes Coonippy To JoHN Hunks, Esq. 


QUIVERFUL VILLA, Brixton, Monday, 24th December, '88. 
My Dearest Cousin JoHN,—Perhaps you are thinking that we have 
forgotten you this Merry Season, but pray, pray do not, for one moment, 
ever dearest Cousin, m that such a aero could occur in the 
affectionate hearts of your devotedly attached Cousin and all your little 
relatives. No, no, although not present in the flesh, in the spirit, dearest 
Cousin, you are ever with us. And now, dear Cousin, let me assure you 
that although our little table has proved (oo little this year (owing to 
some of Charles's relatives having quite forced themselves upon us) for 
us to receive you on Christmas Day, yet we are quite looking furward 
to having the pleasure of your company on the day after {Ny sdoes- 
thay), when we shall be more than delighted to see you at 6.15 P.M. 
sharp. 
TM then, dearest Cousin John, with our united love, in which Kate, 
Popsie, Tommy, ogy kav? own little godchild, Johnny, join,—Believe 
me, ever your most affectionate Cousin, CLara CooBIDDY. 


EXTRACT FROM THE Private Diary OF JoHN Hunks, Esquire. 


_ Monday, December 24th, 1888.—Was aroused in the middle of the 
night by truly terrible sounds under my window. Struck a light and 
looked out. Found it proceeded from a group of four men, who were 
torturing several instruments of music into awful discord. Told them 
to go off; also, that they ought to be ashamed of themselves. They 
rep. ied “ Yah!” and instead of going off, went on. 

Coming home by omnibus from the City, the conductor gave me four 
bad. three} voi bits, A whole shilling poorer than when I went to bed ! 
And people call this the ‘* Merry Season ” ! 

By the last post a letter from my Cousin Clara, not asking me for 
Christmas Day, as usual, but for the day after. Humph! Very con- 
siderate! And I have provided nothing for that day! And every shop 
will be closed till Thursday !!! Hang your Christmassing ! 

Christmas Day.—Went to church in the morning, and in the snow. 
Hate snow! Collection, of course; always is when J nepese to go. 
Got rid of one of my bad threepennies in the plate. Walked back to 
dinner. A miserable meal—remains of beef from yesterday. Mrs. Tooby 
might have offered a slice of her pudding, knowing my situation. And 
Mrs. T, calls this the “ Merry Season”! Bah! 

Took a walk along Oxford Street in the afternoon. Never saw it look 


their Christmas ong lows A few slices of pudding —remnants, no doubt, 

of their Christmas feast-—warmed up! Warmed up/ And for me// 

Gad, I've a good mind to—— !......One bottle of port !......No PUNCH!!! 
Thursday.. —Had a terrible night—Clara's cold turkey, of course. 
Friday.—Terrible night again ! 


Monday, New Year's Eve.—The turkey awfuller still. Called on 
Dr. Bolus. Rubbed his hands and grinned cheertully. ‘‘ Must expect 
to be a little queer this season.” Confound Clara and her cold turkey ! 
I've really a good mind to — 

New Year's Day.—Awful night! Confounded bells ringing in their 
confounded New Year, confound ‘em! Awfully queer, That confounded 
cold turkey, no doubt. And Clara not even called to ask how I am. 
Pon my word, I've a doosid good mind — 

The Evewing.—Queerer. Put a codicil to my will, cutting Clara off 
with a shilling. Serve her right! Blue pill, and to bed early. Thank 
Goodness, here's the last of this ‘* Merry Season” ! 


Seasonable Fiddle. 


b OF course you are always very fond of your wife and the olive 
ranches, but when do you rd them as particularly dear creatures ? 
—Well, you know, when the Christmas bills come in. 


Paradoxical Wlavfulness. 


TaiLors are the most playful paradoxes in the world ; why, when- 
ever you may want something xew they will recommend you something 
that is much worn. 

Money is proverbially said to be a great lever in all domestic and 
political economy ; it is, in fact, so great a leaver that many can never 
Keep it, 

vite men strike women before marriage ; others do so afterwards. 

Here is a real playful paradox: People in the remote ages used to 
urn their dead ; people of the present period earn their living. 


To kiss a young lady against her wish is cousidered by magistrates © 


a “fine” offence; some young ladies, nevertheless, would call it a 
capital one, 


t is one of the strangest paradoxes of the day that, however much | 


ashamed a man may be of the fashion of his nose, yet does he always 
follow it. 

Furthermore is it equally strange that ladies should be called 
* Mum,” when they so seldom are so. 

Here is a still more Leland paged | paradox :—While even the best of 
musicians will execute his music, a bad one will simply murder it. 


Fhe Gd and the Wretv. 


On, what has the old year done? 
And what shall we do with the new? 
Shall we weep for the year that its course has run? 
Shall we shout for the year that’s not yet begun? 
Would the tears be real and the joy be true ? 


Oh, what has the old year seen ? 
And, oh, what will the new one view? 

A few and of hist’ry of might-have-been ! 

A few heavy clouds with some sunshine between, 
This the dying bequest of old to new. 


Oh, what has the old year taught ? 
And, oh, what will the new year teach ? 
That all pleasure may be at too dear cost bought ; 
That the best of intentions come oft to nought ; 
That honours grow high above longing reach, 


Oh, what does the old year know? 
And, oh, what will the new year learn ? 
That 't is hard to distinguish 'twixt friend and foe ; 
That sorrow comes fast, and that pleasure lags slow; 
That bread is but scanty, and hard to earn. 


Oh, what does the old year need, 
Now the — one Nh — be here? 
With hand clasped in hand on one pu: 
Let us eae ike coming the soil i get is i 
Success to us all, and a Yappy New Year! 
ee 


@bd MAboughts for God BRolhs. 
By Our Opp Man Ott. 


Many, too many, are the trials and tribulations to be encountered in 
this wicked world ; but, when one comes to think of it, what trial for 
the human understanding can equal that of too long a walk? 

In like manner how ee to bear is any sspense, from whatever 
cause it may arise! Can there really be, however, any species of sus- 
peuse so hard to bear as that of—hanging ? 

Most of us have heard of alligators’ tars; how many of us, though, 
have ever seen whales blubber ? 

People who are guilty of dirty actions do not like them to be 
exposed; this is but only natural, because they certainly require a 
hiding. 

When a Jack tar has been journeying on horseback, it would not be 
quite right to say that he rowed—now, would it ? 

In the cold weather we most of us like to feel a ‘‘ comforter” close to 
us, yet many would rather see than feel a lady's ‘‘ cuff.” 


—_—+——— 


a ET me try now to remember 
How one icy-cold December 
I met my darling Katherine— 
my fate ; 
How, dissatistied with sliding, 
She, with pleasant smile con- 


filing, 
Besought that I would teach her 
how to skate. 


Through all 
weather 
Hands clasped we went to- 


that winter 


gether, 
Light gliding at a very rapid 
rate ; 


Though freezing fast and 
snowing, 
Our hearts were warmly glow- 


ing, 
I taught her how to love as well 
as skate, 


Whee nie ped the skati 
en a thawing stp) the skatin 
We felt it hard ay ee a year to wile’ 


ating 


Aud there really were no reasons 
’Gainst our loving through all seasons, 
So hand in hand we mourned we could not skate. 


Ere the summer sun departed, 
Blithe and gay and happy-hearted, 
I'd taken pretty Kath'rine for my mate ; 
In my mind there's one thing present— 
Never banished—'tis too pleasaut— 
One thing I'm ever thinking of—that's Kate. 


——_++ 


Fourneys and Fournepers. 


WHEN ‘‘professionals” take an outing, do they asa rule travel by 
stage coaches ? 

Do ‘‘solid " people ever take the Hollow-ay tram ? 

Do wideawake people ever take a green bus? 

Would it look very conspicuous for a remarkably plain person to 
ride in a hansem cab? 

Do people who ‘‘ know their way about” ever find themselves ina 
trap { 
Tye not females aMowed to travel by the male train ? 
Do pecrle who go to Ireland ever go by Barrow ? 
And if you have a di able dog to transport from one part of 
London to another, those you not like a growler ? 


——+———_. 


Tziast TWeteaf and First Snow. 


Or sweet compensations a beautiful scheme 

Dame Nature has planned with a wisdom supreme ; 

It matters not whether in palace or hut 

She opens one door when another is shut : 

If to-day you're weighed down with a terrible sorrow 
Some delightful surprise she'll provide for to-morrow. 
From the change of the seasons what comforts still flow ! 
With the last of the leaves comes the first of the snow. 


Moral CRarims, 


By THRE EMINENT'S Maniac, 


Love, we are told, is blind, yet is matrimony frequently an eye-opener, 

Flattery is the * glycerine aud honey" soap of life > compliments the 
bubbles blown from it. 

Peta nascitur, wm fit, is a time-honoured maxim; yet is the in- 
spiration of some of our modern poets frequently g-inspiration. 

Never ta: ea nap whilst travelling ; the train always runs over sleepers, 

Life is but too frequently like one’s shirt-button ; both hang bya thread. 

‘Fancy " goods are very often just the sort of goods that customers 
do not fancy 
| . Few are the folks who are wise in their generation ; on the other 
| hand, many are those who are otherwise. 

Woman, lovely woman, may sometimes be angry if you tell her you 
love her; she will be more angry, though, if you say that you dun'é. 

—+ 


l 
| 
FL Shating Breminiseence. 


Do you remember when our days were young 
(Your heart in mine was fondly then contidling), 
To skating joys our youthful nerves were 
strung, 
And you and I o'er icy plains went gliding ? 
I feel it now ; as still the excitement thrills, 
I urge my sinuous way amongst the skaters ; 
And you are there, in winter furs ind frills, 
Admired by all the envious spectators. 


Our feet are striking on the smooth 


expanse, 
1 The sharp metallic ring I hear 
so clearly ; 
And now we retrograde, and now 
advance, 
Then swerve, and twist, and 
turn, and fall—or nearly. 


But though we held each other 
dear at heart— 

Those were the days when love 
we could not smother ; 

‘Tis true that you and I contrived 

to part, 

You glided one way, and I went 
another. 


And since that time how many 
frosts have placed 

Their ice upon my heart, grown 
sere and stnitten ; 

Once fancy figures on the ice J 

= traced, 

Now time Ais figures on my brow hath written. 

et 


MNT ho Got the Farthing? 


I HAVE been grossly, brutally insulted. _ 4 

The fingers the rutlian pulled my nose with were hard as iron. He 
had iron-tipped boots. 

My poor nose is an inch longer than it was, at the very least. I 
cannot bear even to think of the easiest of easy-chairs. 

And the unmanly ruffian did it when there were no witnesses present. 
And did it after all that had occurred. 

We were in the same trade, and kept opposition shops. We married 
two sisters, and hated each other, privately and commercially, like 
poison. He began by calling me aliar. At first 1 laughed, but he kept 
onatit. He ac added that I was a thief. My friends said I ought to 
take some notice of it. He was a big, violent man, and I would rather 
not, but they said they could not stand tamely by and see me submit. 

I found out beforehand when he would be a from home, and called 
with a horsewhip. He came back as soon as | had left, and came over 
tome. I hid in the cellar. 

He said, if I would apologise, he would let me off. I thought per- 
haps I had better do so. My friends thought | hadn't, and urged me 
to go on with the boreewhipping: 

Upon reflection, however, I thought I should prefer legal redress, and 
brought an action for defamation. 

I bade my friends to rally round and swear to my truth and houesty. 
Thad them oue by one to dinner, and they wept as they wrung my 
hands, and said that to a man they were willing to perjure themselves 
| to help me, 
| I went up tothe court quite hopeful, but my witnesses had been 
tampered with. Two never came, the third had been having a lot warm 
outside, and fell out of the box backwards whilst taking the oath. The 
judge seemed displeased with him. 

The fourth wituess rounded on we altogether, and called me every- 
We thought it best not to rr 

felt 


thing he could lay his tougue to. 
examine him. I went out of the court and cried in the lobby. 
that my character was suffering. 

When I came back the counsel for the other side was letting me have 
it. Iheard a few words, and once more quitted the scene. When I 
returned the second time, though, my man was up and carrying all 
before him. He said,— 

“Gentlemen of the Jury,—I blush to be the representative of such 
an unmitigated scouudrel as my client’s own witnesses have proved him 
to be; but that is not the point The question for you to decide is, 
which of these two shameless and degraded wretches is the most shame- 
less and degraded, and to give the other one the benefit of the doubt!" 

The logic of this ment so thoro.ghly convinced me, that I 
applauded loudly, and threw up my hat. The crier said, ‘ Order in 
court,” and the judge had me gently, but forcibly, removed. 

The jury subsequently gave the verdict in my favour, and fixed the 
damages at a farthing. 

I have since paid my own costs, but I don’t grumble at that. 


I have also been grossly and brutally insulted in a dark and lonely 
spot, and can get no remedy—but I don’t complain of that. 
There was, I tell yuu, a farthing damages awarded me. Whether it 


was the clerk of the court or my thief of a lawyer, or some friend, I 
don’t know, and can't learn,— 
But I've never had that farthing ! 
aes 


Exnvctu is ¥t? 


How is it—That when I tell a person Iam exceedingly obliged to him, 
he should immediately exclaim, ‘* No, no, not at all” # 

How is it—That my aristocratic cousin invariably sees something so 
attractive in an opposite direction, when we meet in places of public 
fashionable resort ? 

Hvw is i —That all the tall splendid fellows you ever knew were sure 
to | ps what Byron hated—dumpy women ? 

low is it—That all the chatty, cheerful, pretty girls you ever knew 
Were sure to murry the ugliest fellows or the greatest muils of their 
acquaintance ? 

Mou is t—That I can never cough, or blow my nose, or yawn in 
chureh, without half a dozen following my example ? 

How is it—That mountain lands should be considered cold, seeing 
that in general they are clad with furze? 

How 1s t—That some ladies in the drawing-room can never find anything 
nore refined to talk about than their servants in the kitchen? 

Mine is it—Tuat because I happen to be hale and hearty-looking, I 
should be congratulated by all my friends on being in the enjoyment of 
rude health ? ee 

How is it—That people who ‘ would scorn to rob you of a farthing, 
think nothing of depriving you of an umbrella or a boox ¢ 

How is it That certain authors, who never used an impious expres- 
sion in their lives, should yet mvariably be recoguized under the title 
of profane writers ? 

Haw s it—That any person can possibly be so stupid as not to see 
the point of each of these jokes! 


=— 
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Pumpkins was fond of dogs, and was always photographing them. One day YE GOOD OLD TIMES. 


A Christmas reveller of the good old days. T.ots - : NOD 42 SYP LAS 


he borrowed a bull pup. For two days and nights nothing was heard of + : 
cither, On the third day the neighboars broke in. Pampkins was found of cash, girls to mash, that's the sort of good old CHRISTMAS AT THE ANTIPODES. 


sport. Playing with a “queer card.” Planking down a fiver on his noge. 


A FATAL ERROR. 


almost at his last gasp, sitting astride the camera. 


4 
ne 
j 
i 
Y 


‘o 


iY 
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The old year lay a-dying, wrapt in its shroud of Pshaw! ‘Twas but a snew man the village “Hold, man!” said a mellifluous voice. “Nay,” i 
anow, which also enveloped in its icy folds Dr. _ boys had made, and he laughed at the scare the __he replied, “1 am not old, the snow on my hair is | 
Jenkins, returning from the gouty bedside of scarecrow had given him, when—no!—yes!—no! _ not that of age—sce |" and he brushed the feathery i 
Sir Ralph, the hard-drinking lord of the manor. —could it ?—oh, there was no mistake about it nowder from his curly locks. ‘Ah, ‘tis my Killor- | 
The doctor started; what was that tall figure _‘the figure stretched out a lovely arm, completely ureitcase!" she cried; ‘for two thousand years | 
confronting him? bowling him over. have I waited for thee.” dh das i os enn i a i 
5 OT | THEY HAD JUST BEEN DANCING TOO. 
| He. You're awfully fond of dancing, Miss Muffins. 
| 


She. You cannot conceive how fascinating it is, What a 
'__ nity you can't dance! 


BQ [at us vgn) 


Niza ha Lean 
And then something wonderful happened. The “Oh, my Killorkureitcase, how ugly thou art, ad y) : 
ange figure of Dr. Jenkins began vi: Bly to shrink, and ‘tis I who have made thee! But still, I will i J 
is clothes hung bagaily about him, and gradually be one with thee, my love!" And she swallowed 
G 


formed Quilp-like shape; the other powder. Immediately she changed WANTING A WET. 


he assumed a vaguel. 
then in a tone o anatterable horror, the woman into a hideous baboon, and joining hands, the Boozer. Well, olsh man (hic), merry Christmas to yoush. 
uttered a piercing shriek. ‘Oh! what have I done?” fearful pair, shrieking une: ly laughter, went Goingsh (hic) to standsh a drink. old boy? S'elp me, 
she wailed. “I've given him the wrong powder!" —_ dancing across the endless plains of the future. yo look as drysh as I am. : 


i. 
| 
| 


“HIS FACE WAS HIS FORTUNE! 


I 


| 
| 
“Look here, ‘Arry. 111 knock at this door and arsk the ole il Wy). 
lady if we may clean her doorstep, and if she says ‘No,’ Vint 

jist you give her that snowball.” | r | i] 
Well | 


| if 
| ” , 4 N "ThA ; my NH 


| {| 


Voice from Intervor. For goodness’ sake don't stop here, eee ye : é Z 2 = | 
a abe gins — ice : ‘oss never did like the Gentleman against Post. Well, young ‘un, what are yer staring at? Young ‘Un. 1 was a-thinkin’ ‘nor, that there’ ood oper ing for a face like 
i ‘ mam, m g ell, ‘ . ‘s , guv'nor, ere's & pen: 
oe Oy thes waiting for it to mete yours as a thawing machine on the tram lines. Why don't yer e up yer mind to try it? Ue . [ Bolts. 
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ONLY DREAMING. 


irre 


Dis is how she carredon ok the Fish mongers 4 
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Be thou child unwary, 
Of enares set out for thee. 
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t) NY 
G— SZ SSS — mw, = 
FEN ; Unhen she was caught sneaking aYist she told a wicked 
<p > Story. 
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| Ont was the Sst to slip down oni. Whicli 
A STAGE-DOOR BEAUTY. | ved Wey tigi 
“Y¥e're afraid I won't do for the chorus, eh ? See NR We . 2 
Gar on, s'pose I'm too much on a lady for yer. | I ne ~ E> Y 
Yah, ‘ow much do yer hire yer nose out forter | a) 
warm beer ? ’ | 
| 
| 
’) ea 8 
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hen Joey and she had no ew 
People widir all sorks of Minds - 


oS S =a ag = = ‘ is 

f aiarentae << a a Whidl woke Wir lp From his dream 
Palting, GH te Lark Pankomane to wher his 
j Quod Sabulha hak Laker hin, 


A WEIRD ROMANCE. | 
| Depicting the flight of the bold, bad, and, oh! 


“<r wicked baron with the sweet virtuous 
maid, 


. ; NX i! 
; SO KIND OF HER. | Nae 
NOVEMBER. DECEMBER. Alice. Of course, you are coming tc our ball to-night, Mr. Flunke: 


? 
Thick tha ate. wiki: beamons Vapour: | And the fo i qunlilnce walbese, Flunkey. Oh—er—yes Miss Alice; but—er—I can't dance, yer Loow? 
Gas lamp glimmers like a taper. a kisses. 


| ~" AT A_FANCY BALL. 
She, Oh, dear, dear. I havea pin sticking intome! 
‘Alice. Oh, how nice! M a ill be th | ne (eagerly), May I assist you to— 
Si ° nice y grandmamma wi there,and you willdo | She. Sir!!! 
Andee crpckomrs neal the well to keep each other company. . | He. To the—er—door. I mean 


10 


WAbe We rong Beat. 


“ WOULD you not like to sit next to me!” 

They were entering the theatre. 

He coughed—not vverturely, but sardonically, and looked at her. 
She crimsoned, and turned away her head. 

Pshaw! He knew what women were like. He had not lived in India 
for nothing. It was done on purpose by the little woman who lived 
opposite. But his seat was next to hers—in the dress circle! And she 
was alone, too! 

“ We are near neigh——” she began. Her handkerchief dropped on 
to his knee, and fluttered down. She stooped. “T theught I'd let 
her,” he secretly chuckled. Her hair went brushing gently against his 
knee. ‘ Deuced odd feeling! Electric sparks! Thank gooduess I have 
lived iu India, and have my wits about me. What's her next move? 
By Jove, I've missed the point ot the play!" She was laughing heartily. 
“Ab! now she’s looking at me as i! she hadn't run her eyes through 
the blinds at me for weeks past. She's detected the razor cut on my 
left cheek, and the way my hair is thinning at the top. She'll be 
counting the hairs in my—ahem! we are near neighbours. To that is 
probably owing ——” 

Then she flashed round with a lightning glance, reminding him some- 
how of his most famous tiger-hunt. 

F “You are mistaken, sir. I would not have sat next to you, but 
ior ——”" 

“Pray, madam, why would you not sit next to me?” 

She met his keen-set eyes heroically. 

**T have a great mind to tell you.” 

“Tat! Women have little minds—one mind among them all, taking 
an average.” 

“T don't know that. Anyway, ‘Little drops of water ——’” 

“Oh! the ‘continual dropping’ mentioned in Scripture te 

She nodded, But it was to someone in the rear. It was not at him 
she had been logking, then? He turned. His face waxed red and 
augry. Then he hastily examined the number attached to his seat. 

“Why did you not say so before?” 

“ Because he, my nephew, whose place you have 
wish to come in your way after——" 

‘* After what, madam {"” growing redder. 

“After your base treatment, because he announced himself as the 
suitor—and a most eligible suitor he is for any nice girl—for the hand 
of your ward and niece.” 

“Then when you requested me to sit next to you——” 

She flashed round again. 

“Ahem ! full of electrics!” he muttered inaudibly. 

“Sir, I wish to attend to the performance.” 

“Madar, it is the most natural thing to do, 
original intention of us both.” 

She said not another word. 


usurped, did not 


considering it was the 


L * * s * e 
‘‘I] know women. She will write to me.” 

Reader, she did. He replied to her note in person. His niece's and 
her nephew's affaire was settled satisfactorily. He settled his own at 
the same time by going to see the lady rather more often than was 
necessary—at least, everyone said so. 

—__+—— 


EXncle Erabapple on Christmas. 


Halt, and snow, and sleet, descend. 
Your bitterest foe buffoons as friend. 
Much-grudged gifts are sent away. 
Family jars !—the deuce to pay ! 
Old and young cough, choke, and sneeze, 
Cart-grease is sold as ‘‘ ripe, old cheese.” 
Bang goes up the price of meat ! 
Cooks filch, and drink, and lie, and cheat. 
Bile-raising plum-dutf housewives slice. 
Rash youngsters smash their bones on ice. 
Black-mailers prow] from door to door. 
Fat, greedy brats become a bore. 
We've cold east winds, and leaden sky. 
Bah !—Jol/y Yuletide’s all my eye ! 

[ He went out on the 25th, and had a high old time. 


ee 


FL Grotvl in Season, 
A. Siorgr, Esq, F.0.M., Etc. 

S1r,—The period between the 24th and 25th of the month of December 
is cdlled the “Merry, or Festive Season.” sometimes both. Is it so 
called, can you inform me, because at this period very many folks are 
more miserable, and really wretched, than at any other period of the 
whole year? Different causes, sir, varying with the individual, produce 
this effect. 1 beg to present you with an odd—may I say, very odd t— 
dozen causes which produce this effect on a respectable father of a 
family, and I remain, dear sir, yours most dejectedly, 

istmas Eve. PaTERFAMILIAS. 
1.—My butcher, who has spent the whole year in carefully and 
patiently running up his ‘little account,” ongerly seizes this opportunity 
tor sending it in, ‘‘ with the Compliments of the Season.” It iseminently 
calculated to make me feel ‘‘ merry” and “ festive” when I read (in cold 
Llood) the long list of legs of mutton. steaks, and sirloins I have put 
away during twelve months, and have now—( pay for! 

2.—My grocer, and my wine and pee merchant behave likewise, 

3.—My own tailor aad wife's and daughters’ bounet and dpess makers 
are not behindhand in the merry race. 

4.—‘' The dear boys” ceme home for the holidays, and my peaceful 
domicile is transformed into a bear garden. 

5.—I am ordered off by Flossy, my pet daughter, to assist “ with 
the decorations,” and get a red nose and incipient bronchitis from 
standing for hours in our vault-like, icy church. 

6.—My wife and a# my Pa eg want, and will have, new bonnets, 
coats, and dresses, so that they may not be cut out in church on 
Christmas Day by “those stuck-up Snooksons.” 

7.—I am obliged to make most of my dinner for several days off 
turkey, which I can't bear—can't bear, sir. 

8.—I have to give ‘Christmas boxes” to all sorts of people who 
don’t deserve them, but during the whole year have been unexcep- 
ee uncivil to me. 

9.—It is pee of me to set a good example to others by eating a 
whole plateful of plum-pudding, which gives me dyspepsia for a good 
(or bad ?) week. 

10. —It is quite looked up to for me, as the Lead of the household, to 
wear a chronic smile of “merry” delight, and look overtlowingly 
“festive” from early morn to the very last thing—to gruel time, in 
fact. I am furthermore expected to make impromptu jokes, to cut 
verbal capers, and ask riddles every five minutes, N.B.—I only know 
two. 

11.—I am expected to make a bowl of punch, and to drink some of it. 
This means subsequent blue pills. 

12.—1 have to be kissed under the mistletoe by—my MoTHER-IN-Law! 


Libe Dtber Gide. 


“ Arrangements nay bo made in special cases, by which a pupil can 
remain during the vacations undcr the care of the Misses MacSpartan.’— 
Vide Advertisement. 

FATHERLrss, friendless, forgotten, neglected, 
Sorrowit.g sadly though Christmas has come ; 

Weep for those orphans at no home expected— 
Home for the holi-says !—no home for some. 


Sad in their solitude, mournfully weary, 
Tearfully talking of days that are past ; 

Out on the world so hard-hearted and dreary, 
Cruel and frigid, remorselessly cast. 

Stay then, a moment, youn, light-hearted maiden, 
Calm the gay laugh and the bright gleeful tone, 

Ere joining loved ones who greet you gift-laden ; 
Remember that some at time are—alone. 


“ Katighly Semproper!” 
BEING THE STORY OF A “Do.” 


UT I'll tell you how it all happened. 
At that time—the period when 
this astounding event, which bus 
shattered my confitence in all 
female kind for ever, happened—I 
was a clerk in Messrs. Cashby and 
Check's private bank in Agar Street, 
Strand. 
At that period of my youthful 
and uninteresting existence, my 
credit was limited, but my faith, 
expecially in lovely Woman, un- 
bounded. My devotion to, and 
belief m, HER was illimitable as 
the pathless ocean. 
s enough to say T was young, 
and that I loved; but, ah me! 
that brief dream of bappiness, how 
cruelly—nay, more, how «mproperly 
—was I awakened from it! 
"Twas even thus :-- 
I was, and still am, an ardent 
admirer of the Drama, and, I may 
also add, of its votaries—especially the fair ones. 

There was one fair one in particular--Heighbo! Shall I ever forget 
her in the opening of the Royal Cracksideum Grand Annual Pantomime 
of Harlequin Cockalorum and the King of the Enchanted Frogs? Shall 
7} Ah, never, never! Shall I ever forget those delicious green satin 
boots she wore as Prince Warbler? Shall I ever cease to cherish the 
fondest, most rapturous recollection of those velvet trunks and pink 
what-d'ye-call-'ems? Likewise, NEVER! 


Well, ‘twas thus it happened :— 

To begin with, you must know, I didu’t know her at all, don’t you 
know, except from seeing her across the footlights from my humble seat 
in the third row of the fragrant pit. From there I worshipped her about 
three times a week, till I came to know her ‘‘lines ” almost as well as she 
did herself, and used to repeat them over to myself every night before 
extinguishing my chamber candle. 

Ah me, that was love! 

But now—well, it was just in this way :— 

One memorable morning, at the hour of 1 p.u., I left Messrs. Cashby 
and Check s bank iu search of my usual daily mid-day meal. I entered 
a small restaurant near the Adelphi Theatre, and ordered my humble 
steak and kidney ‘‘to follow.” 1 had finished off the steak and rai 
my eyes from my plate in quest of the kidney to follow, when, instead 
of the succulent tid-bit 1 expected 
my gaze to discover, it fell upon 
another, and Aow far more succu- 
lently delicious sight ! 

No, it was not any culinary dainty 
that fascinated my gaze, and caused 
something under my waistcoat to 
set off in a regular galloping pit-a- 
pat. I am fand of good living, I 
confess, but I have a soul above 
kidneys, and Love levels all. 

It was Sue, my Divinity—my 
Prince WaRBLER—my possessor 
of the velvet trunks—my wearer 
(by night) of those pink what-d'ye- 
call-"ems ! 

Rapturous moment! What were 
kidneys to me then? Let them 
perish miserably in their own gravy. 

The crisis of my life had come. 
I felt the pit-a-patting increasing 
to such an extent that some‘hing 
must be done forthwith. But how! 

Whilst debating with myself 
how to effect an introduction, my 
Divinity, with her companion, 
whom I recognised as another of 
the twelve princes, took their seats 
at the very next little table to mine! 


° * s 
Not—yes. ‘Twas not a dream. 
She was seated close to me. Her 
feet—those bewitching feet I knew 
go well in the green satin boots, 
now hidden from my gaze under 
the skirts of private life—were within a yard of my own spring-sides. 

* s 2 * 


* ° 
“‘Thanks—oh, thank you.” 
She has—she has accepted the mustard-pot. In passing it my hand 

touched Hers. Bliss! Happiness! She has deigned to reply to my 
colloquial efforts. . . . . Rapture! . . . She bas deigned 
to let me order another small bottle of Guinness for her. wet 
Intoxication! (of me—metaphorically) We are getting on ca itally. 
. . « + « « She is notatall proud... .. . lable as 
bewitching, . . . . - ee . . ° » 

I have exceeded my dinner-hour, but am still drinking deep draughts 
of intoxication trom her vermillion l:ps. In a moment of charming 
confidence she confides to me her ‘little troubles.” 

“She lost her warm wioter coat last night somewhere in the dressing- 
room, and can't think whatever cau have come of it.” 

Here was my chance Trembling with a, he ion for fear of a refusal, 
I ask her if she will allow me the honour of replacing it for her, at the 
same time giving her my card, with the address of a tradesman (the only 
one I have credit with) scribbled upon it. 

* Oh, thanks—how awfully of you!” 

She does not retuse me. She gives me her little hand at ing. I 
dare to squeeze it. She is 
not angry. 1 go in silence; 
my heart is too full for 
common speech. 


* * * * 

The head clerk at Cashby 
and Check’s is furious at 
my long absence. He takes 
out his note-book, consults 
it, and informs me I have 
been absent nearly three 
hours. ‘‘ He will report me 
to C.and C.” Let him— 
who cares? I am happy. 
She is — 


on 
As 


s * * s 

A messenger from the 
tradesman (where I have 
credit). ‘He supposes it 
is all right—a young lady 
just called with my eard 
and bought a twenty four 
guinea sealskin coat, which 
she took away with her. 
Shall be glad of speedy set- 
tlement.” 

A twenty-four guinea 
sealskin/! Why, |! meant a 
cloth jacket at about £1 10s. 
Oh, this is too bad! I can't 
pay it. Iwon't. Ha! ha! 
Infamous ! 

Note from Cashby and Check’s, Dismissed! That 
Tam ruined, and still there's the twenty- 


s s * 
also its votaries, particularly 
es. 


What's this { 
head clerk did ,veport me. 
tour guinea sealskin to pay for! * 

I have ceased to cultivate the Drama 
the fair ones, and taken to cultivating 


is a determined man, and violent. 
rebottle-ended. Only last night, as we were bidding each other fare- 


(Christmas, 


1888. 


“SNZ inter. 
Wrnakp days 5! fast and faster ; 
Winter flings his icy darts. 
Love alone is old Time's master : 
Power greater, empire vaster— 
Monarch of a world of hearts, 
Dead to climate as to reason, 
Love is never out of season. 
Quick the dying year is going, 
Winter's ue are wan my : 
Cold the leaden clouds are snowing, 
Chill the hungry wind is blowing— 
Death 1s in its cruel blast. 
But no frost can warm hearts sever : 
Love when true is love for ever. 


Brilliant Winter! sharp and bracing ; 
Sparkling Winter ! crisp and bright ; 
Nake tree-boughs interlacing, 
Heaven's jewels Nature gracing, 
Earth in virgin robes of white, 
Wreathe the mistletoe and holly. 
Who could now be melancholy ? 


If hard Winter's chill and dreary, 
Is the sky not bright above ? 

Love is never cold or weary, 

Love can make December cheery: 
Winter is the time for love. 

Yet to bind it thus is treason, 

Love is never out of season. 


FL Munavay Romane. 


CHAPTER I. 


I am in love. 

We are both in love. 

It has been settled that death alone shall part us. 

Her Uncle John, however, is of a different opinion. Her Uncle John 
It was he who had the garden wall 


well till next day, she said, ‘‘Don't go yet. You are in a burry.” 
I had plenty of time for that matter, but I was on the top of the 
wall on the bottle-ends. I could scarcely help thinking it a little seltish 


of Resalind. 


I could wish, too, Uncle John would confine his opposition to our 
betrothal to bottle-ends. Its walking-sticks I can’t get used to. 

What he said was, ‘‘ The next time I catch you hanging round about 
my premises I'll lay a stick about your back.” 

The next time he caught me he did what he had promised. 

I ached all over for days and days, 


CHAPTER IL 

THE die is cast. 

We have or 

Rosalind said, ‘‘I can bear this life no rs i ‘- 

1 caught her hand in mine. I said, ‘‘Let us away.” She said, 
“* Which way ?” 

“©No matter,” I replied. ‘‘’Tis immaterial.” 

She said, ‘‘ Gretna Green is where they go to in books,” and we settled 
it should be so with us. 

She then climbed the wall, and, for the first time, realized the 
bottle-ends. 

She said, ‘I can endure this no longer.” 

I said, ‘‘ For my sake, oh do not.” 

She said, ‘Can't you see my frock’s caught, stupid?” 

Presently (it seemed ages) she freed herself an said, “ Catch me, I 


am going to jump.” ; 

Rosalind is plumpishly inclined, and I am of slender build. I did all 
I could at catching her. 

At any rate I broke her fall. 

She was vexed ; I was hurt. 

She said she had a great good mind to go home again. 

1 wish she had. 

We have done 
corner. 

We are looking foracab. We can't find one. I propose a penny 
tramcar, Rosalind says, ‘‘ You should have had a post-chaise waiting.” 

By-the-way, 1 wonder how much post-chaises come to, and how much 
the fare is from Euston to Gretna, and whether it will run to it. 

I could almost wish now we had not been quite so hasty. a idea 
was the Registrar's office in the Pagan where we both live. It was 
thousands to one nobody connected with Uncle John would ever hear 
of it. But then, of course, you have to wait fifteen days at least. And 
Rosalind, having run away before ever giving notice, makes things a 
little awkward—very awkward, for that matter. * ° 

We are at tuston Station. I tind the fare will make a hole in the 
five pounds (all my ready eash). I shall have to write and ask my em- 
ployer for a week's leave, and write to = father for an advance when 
the ceremony has been performed—to lend me another trifle. Oh—o! 


CHAPTER III. 


I rake the tickets, and Rosalind says she is dying for the want ofa 
cup of tea. She must not die. The train we should have gone by if 
she had not been in fear of death leaves the station whilst the tea is 
being blown on to cool it. The next train goes this evening. We have 
seven howrs and twenty minutes to wait. . 

We have waited seven heurs and twenty minutes. 

We are bo.h rather tired. 

We have had chops and tea, and been to Madame Tussaud’s, and had 
sherry and biscuits, and made an exhaustive study of the Euston 
Road, and we have had a small tiff—a very small tiff, but yet a tiff un- 
doubtedly ; and Rosulind says she trusts her choice has been a wise 
one. 

We are now about to start by the 8.50, and are on the platform, when 
Rosalind finds she does not feel at all well. 

There is another train in ten minutes, though. After all, why not 
catch that ? * * * * * 

We have missed the nine train too. Rosalind is not even as well as 
she was She has gone into a chemist's shop, leaving me to buy a news- 

per to find out if there is any place of entertainment we might drop 
into, to while away the three hours before the next train starts. * 

An hour gone. What on earth has become of her! + * 

Two hours gone. I have scoured the neighbourhood. 

I have consulted a Directory. 

1 have visited every chemist’s within a circuit of a mile. I have done 
t, after all, is the worth of money at a moment like 

* s 


it really now. We have run away. We are round the 


it in acab, What, 
this? What—— * * * 

The deuce! The cabman says his fare is five shilli . 

Two hours and three-quarters since she left. What does it mean ? 

* s e a e s 

I have just learnt that the twelve o'clock train is an express, and that 
there is a very serious difference between the fare of the trains. I took 
the tickets for this one. 


alt she really does ever come back again at all, how can the excess fare 


arTad, 
Bless me, if there isn’t a man from my office. I might as well ask if 
the letter I'sent by a commissionaire to ask for leave has arrived safely. 

He says it has, and that there has been a deuce of a row. He says 
my father called at the office just when my letter arrived, and my enl- 
ployer said if [did not return to my duties instantly I should have the sack. 
orn is almost enough to spoil any fellow’s honeymoon, I’m blessed 
if it isn’t. 

But what has become of Rosalind’ I did not half like her manner 
when she left me. She seemed almost as though she wanted to get T 
of me. I wish I had waited outside the chemist’s shop. 

1 really begin to think * * * * . 

Good gracious! * * * 

I see if all now. She has been home and told Uncle John. 
is here—with another walktng-stick, 


* 


And he 


Christmas, 1888.) 
LA obember. 


Tuck the air with brumous vapour, 
Gas lamp glimmers like a taper, 
While spectral figures loom as large as Gog, 
Foolish fears | m not affecting ; 
One mu-t have a frieud protecting. 
Alone, whu’d find their way in such a fog? 


Love is full of strange surprises, 
And is fertile iu di-guines : 
In lauching glee | dou the Guy Fawkes dress : 
Hat, my features half concealing ; 
Cloak, my figure half revealing ; 
Soft lisping, “* Vo you kuow we? Come, now, guess!" 


——_+o———_ 


FElbe Story of x Werove Wetetter ; 
Or, Tue ‘Happy Occasioy.” 

It is New Year's Day. 

1am to be married this morning at 10.30. Tn fact, in exactly two 
hours and forty-five minutes the knot will be tied, and I—that is, She 
and Me—will be a hogs 24 couple.” 

See, here are all my wedding togs ; what a swell I shall look in ‘em! 
If that coat, dove-coloured inexpressibles, and that remarkably sweet 
thing in neckties, don t make me gay, what will, [ should like to know? 

Of course, I'm brimful of delight ; of course, !'m humming merry tunes ; 
my heart is swelling proudly ; my eyes are bright with Ene em: ! 

Why, what's this? Who is that woe-begone, wretched-looking indi- 
vidual staring out at me from the glass, with blood-shot eyes? 

Who is it?) Why, it’s the happy bridegroom in esse—it's ME. 

““Confound it! ‘There's the button o my shirt-collar! How tight 
these new boots are! [ couldn't sleep a wink last night; my hand 
trembles so | can’t shave—there, cut myself again! Dash it all!” 

s s s . s s 

Why am I going to wed this woman at 10.30?......Is she pretty? 
Well, Bs ty wellior that ...Am ! fon of her ? (love }—-pshaw ! thers 
a word quite out of fashion nowadays.) I like her, and that'll serve, 
won't it | I'm sure it does duty for the other thing often...... 

There, I'm dressed now. Mr. Poole’s coat, dove-coloured inexpres- 
sibles—everything correct. Im quite ready for the ‘ ‘happy occa- 
sicn.” 

But why am I going to be married? Well, I'll tell ar 

1. I'm forty-eight years old. 2 I'm sic« of furnixhed lodgings and 
tavern dinners, 3. My friends tell me I should settle down and “ become 
respectable.” 

‘ eo why don’t I marry someone I could love? I'll tell you about 
that also, 

1. Because just twenty-two years ago (on this very day) I was cruelly 
jilted by the ouly woman I ever loved. 2. I have never Nae able to go 
in for ‘that sort of thing" again. 

Ay, on this very dav (what a beh os smiling morning it was! it’s 
raining cats and dogs now) I wrote a letter, into which I put my whole 
heart and soul—a passionate, foolish, crude letter, doubtless, but the 
fervid words came straight from my heart, and should have met with, 
at least, courtesy. 

Shr never tuok the slightest notice of it. 

Yet she let me understand that she loved me—very much. Ha, ha! 
She married my old schoolfellow, whom I recollect as Jones minor, the 
dullest, the iest, and the ugliest boy in the Lower Fourth, just 
three months after I wrote that eventful letter...... Yes, it was rather 
eveutful ; it ouly destroyed my life; but, bah! ain't I going to be married 
this mormug, and ain’t I as jolly as possible at the prospect, though it 
does rain as if it would never leave off? « * * 

Fond! Ah, how found I was of ber! Sometimes, even now—well, not 
very long ago; in fact, ouly last night—the haunting deep blue eyes were 
looking at me, and their expression puzzled me, for it was repruachful. 

Ha, ha! Keproachful/ And she jilted me in that shametul way. 
She hadn't even the politeness to break it to me kindly. She utterly 
ignored me—she din t even answer my letter by so much as one word ! 
If she had only written a big No on a scrap of paper, aud put it in the 
penny post—but she didn’t think it worth even a Queen's head !... .. 

And yet those deep blue eyes I would have done anything for—yes, 
I would, in those days— ooked at me reproachfully from, I should say, 
about 3 a.M. to 8 ditto. * . . . 

“Come in!” Someor.e knocking at the door. 

It’s my man, West, with an old, snatby ooking sort of writing-case 
in his haud, and he wants to know if it's to go with my other traps he 
is packing—for the honeymoon trip! 

tell him, carelessl:7, ‘‘ No, it’s no use to me-—he can have it, if he 
likes; but I'll just look at it first, and destroy the contents.” He 
thanks me, and goes. 

It isn't even locked ; I don’t suppose I've used it for years. Nothing 
here of any value. ...... A quantity of old business letters, paid bills, 
and memoranda of different sorts—all food for the fire. There, now 
West can have it—— 

Stay, what's this? A bulky envelope, stamped and directed—ready, 
in fact, for the post...... It is lying upside down, but something —besides 
this faint, deadly sickness, with the hard Jump rising in my throat— 
tells me the address, Something—that has had life in my life for two- 
aud-twenty ycars, and that is burning with as fierce a flame now as 
then—tells me what it is...... 

It is Tus Letter, never posted—never sent to her! * « 

“If you please, sir, missis have sent to know if you wasn't well, as 
the clergyman have gone on to the church some time, and they're all 
ready, waiting for you/” 


FAlbe Wemon Kos. 


A MoMENTOUS QUESTION. 


Tus Demon 
Fog has 
usurped 
the sky; 

He heedeth 
not what 
befalls. 


vapours 
his throne 
compose ; 
It hovers 
above St. 
Paul's. 
He throt- 
tles or 
poisons 
the bold- 
est men, 
ue freezes 
the young- 
est look. 
And turns 
the air 
which we 
chew—not 
breathe— 
Into atmospheric mud. 


Quoth I to the Demon Fog last night 
‘Heaven's blue you've changed to brown, 

In a mustard poultice you've wrapped the sun ; 
You're master of London town. 

You're slaying us citizens right and left, 
Which you seem to think a joke.” 

Quoth the Demon Fog, “I have served you right,” 
(In an awful voice he spoke), 

“Tis you who have made me the fiend I am, 
‘Tis you who have framed your yoke : 

I'm your delicate monster who pays you out — 

Why don’t you consume your smok: ¢" 


Pestilential | 


Warnley’s Wetast Wane. 


“Huo, Flybloyd! Heard the news about ol! Darnley?” said 
Snibbins. 

“No; what's up?” exclaimed! fe Ae nervously. 

“Well, he has left the tir: of Borker and Co.; partnership dis- 
solved, 1 suppose, The 
old cock has been hit 
heavily over that Rio 
Diddlero silver-mine fake, 
I think, Ta-ta, dear 


** Confounded nuisance, 
just as 1 bad an idea of 
roing in for his daughter 

lanche. What's the good 
of this bouquet now, I 
should like to know? I 
thought the stujid old 
idiot was ric as Croesus,” 
muttered Flybloyd, as he 
strolled into the Bodega 
for a pick-me-up. 

* 


s s 
“You look the colour 
ofa half baked mince-pie 

to-night, pa,” murm 
Blanche ley; “and 
your eyes present a dan- 
pre 'y  builed - goose- 
try appearance. You 
have en  Mansion- 


*T shall be workhous- 
~ it soon, Blanche,” 
sg ed the old merchant. 
“1 am a ruined man.” 

‘Lor’, pa! Areyou really? Then we'd better give a hop next week.” 

‘“Why, my darling ?” 

“Why? Kimpl every cheerful debtor gives a last kick-up 
before going into the Bankruptcy Court. It’s so nice, and inexpensive, 
don’t you know?” 

as i. you little rogue! Well, well! order the supper from Mortnum 
and Fason s, and I'll see after the wine.” 

* Be sure you get in plenty of Bolliuger’s extra dry,” said Blanche, 
with a tender, tearful glance at her sire. 

* 


* * * e e 

Pere Darnley's dance promised to go off well. Blanche looked start- 

lingly lovely. 
mty-ti, tumty-ti, tumty, tum!” blazed forth the band. Who 
could have suspected that Darnley was a squashed speculator? 

us ou know the name of that txll, foreign gentleman over there, 
pa?” asked Blanche. ‘The fellow who squiuts, | mean.” 

“‘No. I don’t, my dearsh,” replied the ken-down old merchant, 
huskily. ‘Spectsh he's come to the wrong house, Mistake that often 
occursh. Sheems to be enjoying himself, though. This being the last 
dance I shall ever give, it don't much mattersh.” 

“1 shall introduce myself to him,” said Hlanche, and walking across 
to the tall foreigner, she remarked, ‘‘1'n Miss Darnley, the daughter of 
the host. Whoare 
you, and what do 
you want here?” 

“IT am Hans 
Pickelhampen- 
schein, ing 
clerk to Bunden- 
blinershoff, ov 
New Guinea ; andt 
I vant — vell— 
Himmel! I vant 
Fraulein. 

m asidt mit me, 
I tell you goot 
news J hadt almost 
vorgot.” 

They retired 
into a conserva- 
tory fragrant with 
the aroma of the 
choicest exotics 
and musk 
lozenges. 

“Zee here, 
Fraulein, I pring 

our varther ze 
adst vill andt 
testaments ov his 
only brother, 
Jeremiah, vat vas 
eat all oop by 
landt crabs, ven 
he fall asleep 
boozee. 1 haf 
reasons to 
think your ™” 
barent will gome : 
in vor vive huodert tousand pound.” F 

‘Oh, you dear duck of aman! If you have not got a wife I'll marry 
you to-morrow for bringing such good news,” whi Blanche. 

“Dank you, Fraulein, you does me proud. am not ver mooch 
maariet,” said the foreigner, bowing with true Teutonic politeness, and 
then, with the dexterity of a conjurer, he produced a sealed packet from 
beneath his liver pad. 

“ Pa, pull yourself together and open this packet. You are rich 
once more,” exclaimed Blanche, as she dragged the ruined trader into 
the conservatory, and pressed him down on a prickly cactus. 

‘* Blanohe, we are shaved!" chuckled the merchant, after breaking 
the seal. ‘ Nish, kindsh brother, Jeremiah<b. I alwaysh shaid he was 
a jolly good fellow. Fine, healthy, strong man. Just the short of chap 
sharksh would take a liking to. Lemme drink his he Itsh !” 

When Flybloyd heard the news later on, and proposed, wasn’t he 
snubbed, that’s all ! 


“SN ith the @fompliments of the Heuson.” 


“You wish me ‘A Happy New Year’ as a toast, 
And a very kind act it appears ; 
But when you perceive I’m as deaf as a post, 
You would wish me two happy new ears.’ 
—$ 


Et is a Katt, 
Not so GENERALLY KNOWN AS IT SHOULD Bg, 


That some tradesmen only give fifteen ounces to the pound because 
it is a weigh they have. 

That marriage must be favourable to longevity, because you seldom 
find a spinster more than thirty, 

That very few actors are able to play Shylock, because it is a most 
difficult thing to ‘‘do” a Jew. 

cdpry if you don’t take care of No. 1, you will soon have 0 to take 


care of. 

That those folks who quarrel with their bread and butter may some 
day be obliged to eat their words. 

That members of the corps de ballet are sometimes very forgetful of 
pate Pegi and mothers, but they are always very fond of their 

nd pas. 

That it is not every fellow who can laugh in his sleeve when he is 
out-at-elbow, 
That, although theearthis always very dirty, yet istheseaalways tide-y. 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. Ui 


fA. &bristmas Eavol. 


Horrau for Father Christmas ! 
He's with us once ayain, 
With all good cheer aud yludiess, 
With ossings iv his train! 
What sweet aud happy meetings 
Well have wi h those we love, 
Whar feasting and enjoyment, 
With mistletoe above ! 
And then may social gladness 
Surround the festive board, 
And every trace of s.dness 
Aud sorrow be iguered, 


Brush up each dusty corner, 
Make every spot look bright, 
Prepare a imility Yule-log 
To glow throughout the night; 
And stock the simple larder, 
The cellar fants round, 
Whilst crimson-berried holly 
And laurel wreaths abound. 
And then may social gladness, ete. 


May happy youngsters, hasting 
To *‘ the old house at home, 
Cheer up all hearts there drooping, 
And, ere again they roam, 
May every anxious parent 
Feel half his cares remov'd 
In the much-longed-for presence 
Of children so belov'd ! 
And then may social gladness, etc. 
May many a poor old widow's 
And orphan's tears be dried ; 
And many a lonely cabin 
be the mountain's side 
Be dened with the bounty 
Tom ample Christian store, 
And thus we'll welcome Christmas, 
Both now and evermore ! 
And then may social gladness, etc. 
ene 


Festival Feacts Gore or Wetess FX notun. 


JanuaRyY 1 ushers in the Festival of St. Flugentius, an Irish monk 
who never undressed at night. ‘Ihe good man lived upon pulse, and 
died when his pulse stopped. 

The origin of St. Valentine's Festival on February 14 is a bit hazy ; 
but it is known that the amorous saint was tickled to death with feathers 
by Roman matrons in the year 270. 

The opening day of March is the Festival of St. David, the patron of 
the Welsh. For years David vegetated in the Isle of Wight ou leeks. 
It’s astonishing how this fact leaked out. Asa boy he was tiresunie, 
and fond of tying cows’ tails together. 

April 1 is dedicated to the Festival of St. Hugh, a jocular priest, who 
pe his bishop an April Fool by inducing him to call at a circulating 
library and ask for the ‘‘ Life and Adventures of Adam's Mother-iu- 
law.” He was boiled eg in oil the same afternoon. 

On May 17 occurs the Festival of St. Jessup, patron of the patent 

-makers. During the last twenty-one years of this geutle martyr's 
life he swallowed 226,934 patent pills, and 40,000 bottles of patent 
medicine. He is sometimes rather irreverently called ‘* St. Jalap.” 

June 5 heralds the Festival of St. Boniface, who was cruell =, re 
to death in East Friesland for selling adulterated juniper-juice. He 
was a martyr to the gout. 

The Festival of St. Sirus ought to take place on July 3, but it very 
seldom does. To carry out this feat properly it is necessary to roast a 
brown dog before a rearing iss, and serve it up piping hot for dinner. 

August 16 should be observed as the Festival of St. otra grater 
of dyspep ics. The phrase ‘sound as a roach” has been derived from 
the ulous health this pilgrim enjoyed. He died rather suddenly 
at Montpelier after eating eight ae chops for supper. 

September 1 brings forth the Festival of St. Giles, who is the patron 
of bespere and cripples. The respected monk was a communist, and one 
day while he was annexing apples from an orchard he did not rent, a 
king of France playfully fired six arrows into the lower part of his back, 
permanently injuring his locomotive power. 

The Festival of St. Denys, patron of France, is celebrated on October 
9. According to an ancient poet 

“8t. Denys had his head cut off, but didn't care for that; 
He took it up and carried it two miles without his hat.” 

St. Martin claims November 11 for his Festival. This recluse cut 
down a party who tried to hang himself. The would-be suicide subse- 
quently choked the monk for interfering. 

On mber 6 the Festival of St. Nicholas comes to pass. He is the 
titular saint of boys. Nick once solemnly cursed an aged innkeeper, 
who repented having killed chubby lads, and having passed them off as 
pickled pork. * 


—~+--——— 


FA Pantomime Hild. 


Boveat it in Drury Lane yesteraay morn, 
Shield of a Pantomime, battered and worn. 
Horrid in colouring, gaudy and bright, 
Dismal beneath the September sunlight. 
Has it a history? Well, it may be: 

Here is some tracery, “ Lillian Lee.” 

Well I remember you, sweet Lucy Bell, 
Why so miscall yourself? How can I tell? 


, 

Light as a gossamer 
thread in the air. 
Hadn't a Church Service, 7 
went not tochurch, % 

Half the brief life of 
you, left in the lurch. 
Told not of Tennyson, 
heard not of Hood : 
Pink-cheeked and powdery, gorgeous and good. 
Slangy and impudent, but with such eyes, 
Talk of ‘‘low laughter” and saucy replies ! 
Brought up in Rupert Court, went on the stage, 
No, not as Juliet, but as a page. 
Well [ remember it, that noisy uight, 
‘Beauty the Wonderful and tue Bad Sprite.” 
Tissue of lavender, doublet of rose, — 
Not very much of it,—pleuty of hose. 
Not a t part was it—DLearing a shield— 
Yet a frst favourite in a fair field 
Burnt by a gas “ batten.” Fell trom ‘' the flies ;” 
Boy in the gallery thought them the skies. 
Died in a hospital, thin as a flame, 
* Beauty the Wondertul’ bloomed on the same. 
What hus become of her, clersymen all? 
Doubt much if one of you heard or her fall. 
No; the la-t sacrament isn't for such, 
Only Samaritans shunned not her touch. 
Smooth the soil speedily ‘over her bones,” 
Now the burnt butterfly somebody owns. 
Life is so hard for some that it is best 
When the fair wind of death blows from the west. 
Well, those frail fingers no longer will wield, 
Even this trumpery Pautomime Shield. 
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The Feeble Tenor squirms and squeals ; 

The Bosky Coz for coin appeals; 

The Sad 


eciter blood congeals ; 
Because it’s Merrie Yuletide ! 


‘rhe wassail-bowl must freely flow; 

The bright red nose is forced to glow; 

The “smack " stings sharp ‘neath mistle- 
Because it's Merrie Yuletide ! (toe; 


- : 
SOME CHRISTMAS DELIGHTS. 


| 
| 
| 1. New kilt ab-so-lutely necessary.— 


\ oS re 
2. “Elder,” said McPoole, “they fit you like a glove, ser—and wt mee 
only fower-and-saxpence, too!"—3. After settling McPoole’s little account. —4. The Eldcr seeks his | He. Oh, Miss Muff, I've been looking for you everywhere? 
Time (at work). Forget the past—scorn the virtuous pillow. But during the night a thieving hand abstracts every rag.—5. And he was fain to | She, Really, what for? 
present—but mind the future, content himself with the week's news next day. What about claes for New Year's Day? 


RS CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


IT’S MERRIE YULETIDE. 


The Fruity Bore jaws by the hour; 

The Rampant Riddler shows his power ; 

The Maiden Aunt will see the Tower; 
Becauee it's Merrie Yuletide! 

| 


AWFU’ CAULD. 


(Christmas, 1888. 


THE FLIGHT OF FANCY. 
be Taking a trip to the (stage) moon, 


Y 


ym oe dat Whee des : 
faut ye A CHRISTMAS PROPOSAL. 
if yy He. But why do you refuse me? 
She. You see, I don’t like to take a young and delicate man 
from a comfortable home, unless I can support him in the 
style he has been used to. 


The Giddy Wife shows up a bill; 

The Larksome Jokist tries a spill; 

The Christmas-Boxists ire instil ; 
Because it's Merrie Yuletide ! 


CHRISTMAS EVE. 
Silas. Say, Chubby, why this wandering about in the middle 
of the night? : 
Chubby. I am afear'd that blooming turkey of ours ‘ll be 


stolen, so I'm going to chain our dorg to it for the night. 
[But still the turkey had vanished next day. Christmas 


mo(ujrning then with a vengeance. 


He. I'm such an awfal dancer, you know, and I dare not ass 
apbyone to dance with me except you. 


WRAITHER HARD ON McNAB. 


ce 
: KINFISS, 
—— 1S. THIS ANITHER | Nee ~ KINFISS 
———~ YIN” SAID THE —— ; A YE SPALPAIK, 
“SS ELDER Wee ——_ : WE UCKED 
“TAKING A CONSTITUTIONAL + =e * 
NEXT MORNING _ 
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—-- * —— 


- ; 2 : : 5 _- 
A WD YE NOw SCORR: HE'S MADE NE ATE DUST, SEVABERS THAT FRIGHTENE WRAITHER?? 


According to our Special Commissioner (still in bed, owing more money and his clothes all gone) there has been more trouble, this Christmas, on the | 

Mountain's Brow; and the McNab (who, it is thought, drinks) has been having to do with spirits; and he and the Muckle Laird had a few words half way 

down; and all but the local clothier and bootmaker are asking each other whether it ought not to be put a stop to. | 
THE JOKER BELOW 


“He! he! Vata merry time dis Christmas is: a bellyful o’ | 
sassage, a pipe, and a good skate for digestive reasons—and 
_ there you are, you know!” 


(doer) "rn is his 


(Joke: ‘Does coat tails fer he 3 


: know at \ e \ 


AT A CHRISTMAS SHOW. From a strictly truthful point of view it is not a little difficult to deny that the sudden want of dignity which must perforce have attended the 
aforesaid, might have been productive of material for mirth, yet none wore readily than the Joker himsclf, whose hcad was punched immediate 


Sally. Moother says as ‘ow she'd pene yer hup a coople o 


Pig's trotters for sooper if ye'd let us wards, would regret the emp 


oyment of unnecessary viol<uce. 


WOMANRLY LOGIC. 


‘* Well, I declare—George gone! I'm sure I haven't been 
more than two hours dress ng: and if a selfish man cannot 
a 


wait that time he’s not worth having :" 


THE POOR FORGOTTEN PANTALOON. 
“Think about me, indeed! Why, they won't even wait now 
to see Glory and Spangles, let alone me!” 


STAIRS. 


avking 


y after- 


Al h 


Lie ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


QLhristmas Wiobing Lup. 


Feast of arpa flow of soul, 


Find we in the Christmas ~-— | a aa 
bowl, ( y 
While all friendly thoughts ¢ 
ind : 


abou: 7 


as t the 
loving cup 
is 


Let all an- 
cient grud- 
ges glide. 

Quaff to our 
beloved 
friends, 

Wheresoe’er their 
journey tends ; 

Talk no more tee- 
total stuff ; 

Too nruch punch is 
just enough ; 

More than fhat you 
need not drink, 

Less would make 
your spirits sink. 

so, as Browning 
never said, 

“Go not you too 
soon to bed ; 

Quaff till daybreak 
of this cup, 

It will keep your 
pecker up!” 


——_+o- — 


Eictracts from a Woung Werady’s 
Wiary, 


Revatinc To THE Youna Lapy Next Door. 


Jan. 1.—I have just made the acquaintance of Miss Johnson, next 
door. Her name is Rose. ‘‘ How strange,” she said, ‘‘ that your name 
should be Rose also!” So it is. 

Feb, 1.—The more I see of Rose the more I like her. She is sucha 
sweet girl. 

March 1,—To-day dear Harry said in his letter, ‘‘ Who is this other 
Rose you talk so much about? She must bea jolly girl. I am sure, 
as you say, 1 shall like her.” Yes, 1 am certain he will; he has such 
good taste. 

April 1.—Dear Harry has got his leave, and we expect him to-day. 
What happy times we shall have ! 

May 1.—How strange it was Rose did not care for Harry very much at 
first, nor he for her! They are better friends now, though. I am so glad. 

June 1.—Lam very fond of Rose and of Harry, of course ; but I do 
not see why he should give her a pair of gloves every time he gives me 
a pair, 

June 2.—So it seems Harry has given Rose Johnson a locket, and she 
never told me. 

June 3.—If Rose Jolinson does not come to our house again until she 
is asked, it will be a long while. 

June 4.—This is a nice business. have just accidentally found in his 
great-coat pocket a note written by Miss Johnson to that wretch. All 
is over between us, 

June 5.—I have called Rose Jolinson a cat! Mamina says it may 
not have been altogether ladylike, but it is the truth. Fido and the 
canary are all I have left to live for. 

ry * e . o s 
pee 


Popular Savings Plapfully Wut. 


‘Give me none of your jaw,” as the apple apple-ly put it to the 
schoolboy. 
“Where there's a will there’s a way, 
wheu he eloped with the fair legatee. 
“ Here's a pretty go,” as A. Stover, Esquire, was overbeard to 
sha as he surreptitiously swallowed the other gentleman's ‘‘ Old 
rish.” 
**Good blood will show itself,” as the old lady with the red nose 
oe Tbs is lly ‘the hi f 
‘This is really ‘the harvest of a quiet eye,’” as the blind beggar 
chuckled to himself when given ‘a’ sart ai. Ks 
“You be hanged,” as Mr. Berry playfully put it to the party about 
to be a upon. 
* But let's have a drop first,” retorted the facetious gentleman. 
ee 


NW outhful H2erson of my eyeart. 


(In the metrical manner of the Earl of Rochester's “ Ancient 
Person of my Heart.”) 


as the gentleman remarked 


YOUTHFUL person of my heart : 
Oh, what joy thy smiles im ! 
Sunshine on all paths thou flingest ; 
Summer with thee still thou bringest. 
Whence this grace, this glory whence ?!— 
‘Tis the spell of innocence ; 
‘Tis such magic as doth lie 
In benny youth, and purity. 
Happy thoughts within thee gleam, 
On thy radiant brow they beam— 
Light thine eyes with fire divine, 
And through thy golden accents shine ; 
Still thou makest others free 
Of thivue own felicity. 
Matchless maiden, good as fair, 
Bright and beauteous past compare ! 
Oh, what joy thy smiles impart, 
Youthful person of my heart ! 

II. 
Youthful person of my heart ! 
Youth like thine will not depart. 
Such frail loveliness as lies 
Tn damask cheeks and starry eyes, 
Time may slay with fell endeavour, 
But thy better beauties, never! 
Time thy manner may not kill— 
Gentle, genial, joyous still ; 
Nor the sunny smile eclipse 
Playing round thy gracious lips ; 
No, vor hush the music tine 
In that golden voice of thine. 
Loving looks and winning ways 
Fade not with our fading days ; 
While such gifts remain to thee, 
Fresh and fair and bright thou'lt be— 
Ever be, as now thou art 
Youthful person of my heart! 


pgs 
Something Werike a Riddle. 

War is your landlady’s ‘‘ slavey,” when she is in the act of varnish- 
ing up your old patent leathers, like a schoolmaster teaching the young 
idea hes to shoot? Why, because, don’t you see? they are both of 
‘em polishing the understandings. 


SR anted to FAnow. 


Whether it hurts much when one is struck by a thought? 

Whether the roll of fame is filling at the price? 

Whether some odd silver discovered in one's waistcoat pocket can be 
properly described as ‘‘ vested interests " ? A 

Whether the skinny spring chicken your poulterer sends you is a 
species of mocking bird? 

Whether, when a young fellow is sent to sea, in order that he may 
sow his wild oats, he can be said to cast his bread upon the waters ? 

Whether a watch that is fitted with a second-hand, must therefore be 
a second-hand watch ! 

Whether a neuralgic ajfection can be said to be spasmodic love ? 

Phd scr the sale of salvage stock can properly be considered a burnt- 

offering ? 

Whether a chimney-sweep likes his trade because it soots him ? 

W hether quite the surest way to get on in life is to get old? 

Whether a policeman’s rounds may be correctly described as a 
“Tour de force” ? 
; ree when fishermen die, they can be said to ‘“‘take their 

ook” 
— 


Fhe Season's Changes. 


In the Sprine gentle Janet I wooed, 
She was graceful and slim as the larch, 
But she cried in sarcastical mood, 
“Come, be off with your nonsense, now—MaRCH.” 


In the SuMMER sweet Sue I adored, 
But Love's music was sore out of tune 
When she sighed, ‘‘Oh! I'm awfully bored, 
For your sentiment, sir, is je-JUNE.” 
In the AUTUMN ‘twas Maggie I'd wed, 
Men ain't of girls’ hearts cunning probers, 
For, clasped in my arms, once she said, 
“Oh! ae done, do, you chilly OCTOBER.” 
It was Helen, when WINTER came round, 
Whom |! swore I would ever remember ; 
“You know,” she cried, langhing, ‘I've found 
That Guys are about this NovEMBER !" 


++ 


Some “ EXbristmas Efards.” 


No. 1.—From Mrs. Jones pz Robinson To Mrs. SMITHVILLE BROWNE. 
1 Lortico Villas, Stucco Road, Bayswater, W., 
Saturday, 22nd December, 1888. 
My Dear Marta,—We are going to have a little gathering of old 
friends on Mondxy, Obristmas Eve,—dinner at 7 for us old people, and 
‘a carpet dance afterwards for the young ones,—and shall quite expect 
you and Mr. B. to dine and Kate, Alice, Florence, Matilda, Maud, and 
Mary, and Tommy and Johnny, to come afterwards, say at 8.30. 
Supper at cleven.—Relieve me, dear Maria, with all the good wishes of 
thix Merry Season, your attached Friend, Laura DE Ropinson,. 
P.S.—Bv-the-bye, do you think you can bring three or four nice 
young men--“ eligible.” you understand—for really, with Clara Jane 
still on my hand«, Ethel ‘coming out ” uext month, and Violet growing 
su fast, it is quite time some seriows steps should be taken! 


No. 2.—From Mr. SaMvEt Brisket To JoNEs DE Rostnson, Esa. 
Westhourne Grove West, Bayswater, W., 22nd December, 1888. 
£1r,—This is to inform you that, unless I receive a cheque for £20 
per return, as part percent of your extremely heavy a/c, which has 
been running since this time last year, though you promised ‘on your 
honour as a gentleman,” the same should be settled at Midsummer, the 
siddle of mutton ordered by Mrs. de R. for Sunday, and the sirloin for 
Christmas Day, don't go out of my shop. —Your obedient Servant, 
SAMUEL BRISKET. 
N.B.—My neighbour, Mr. Figgs, las just looked in, and desires me 
to say that not a single item of the large order of Christmas groceries, 
wines, spirits, Christmas crackers, bonb ms, &c. , &c., to go in on Monday, 
which he has received from Mrs. de Robinson, shall be sent, unless he 
first has at leust £10 off his too long standing a/c. 


No. 3.—From Miss Ciara JANE DE ROBINSON TO Mrs. JONES DB 
OBINSON. 
The Turtledovery, Little Sloshborough, Mudshire, 

Saturday, 22nd December. 
Ever Dearest Ma,—For to whom but her own fond ma should a 
daughter pour out her happy heart, and first reveal her sweet news ! 
Yes, ma, it is, indeed, sweet news | have to tell you—he, Adolphus, has 
pr , and I, have accepted! Oh, Ma, I wish you could but only 
see him—his noble air, his lovely sentimental eyes, bis pretty little feet, 
and his dear. dear whiskers ! But, perhaps, you may wish to know 
who my Adolphus is?) Well, Adolphus's other name is—Smith, but 
not—oh dear vo !—n«t a common Smith ; my Adolphus’s Smiths came 
over with the Conqueror. My Adolphus is not anything at present, 
except a perfect gentleman, but be is thinking seriously of ‘‘ reading for 
the Bar,”—think of that, dear ma! It is true, with the exception of a 
hundred a year, allowed him by his Uncle Tom, my Adolphus has 
nothing (the dear fellow has just looked over my shoulder, and now 
asks me how I can write such a wicked story, when he has Afe /) but 
what, my own dear ma, what is the Wealth of Gold to the ditto of 
Affection? What a Palace void of Love to a Co:tage ful of the same? 
My Adolphus seuds his very best love to you, and trusts you will bave no 
objection to an early marriage, and suggests Boxin y. Ihave no 
objection myself to this date, but my ¢hings and the bridesmaids’ could 
hardly be provided so soon. Dont be angry, dear ma, but Mrs, 
Coobiddy won't hear of me leaving for another week at least. Till 
then, and wishing you and pa, Ethel, Violet, and the boys a Merry 
Christmas and a ApPY New Year.—I remain, dearest Ma, your 

affectionate and dutiful daughter, CuaRA JANE DE ROBINSON. 
P.S.—I am sure, dear ma, that dearest pa won't let alittle paltry 
money stand between his fond daughter and her n-wly-found happiness, 
but will allow Adolphus a hundred or so a year till his cliente begin to 
drop in. Dearest ma, please break this (the £100, or so) to dear pa, 
and let us know by return age 
P.S. No 2.—I do so wish you could let me have the new silk I was 
promised in the autumn, to make up at once. Iam so shabby, and 
really at this festive season—— 
* e * * * * 

ee 


FAu Revoir. 


THE evening is over, the last tale is told, 
The last song is sung, and the last dance is played ; 
The guests are departing to face the bleak cold, 
To trudge with brave steps o'cr the snow-laien wold ; 
Regardless of night and by storm undismayed. 


The lights are all dull and the fires burn low; 

The landscape without is chill, gloomy, and drear ; 
Still mem'ry recalls the fierce blazing lng’s glow, 
The music, the stories, the songs, and the flow 

Of jest without malice and joke without sneer. 


The last farewell spoken is tempered by trust 
That all once again may enjoy Christmas cheer ; 
Oh, slowly we part at the bidding of ‘‘ must,” 
But pause, hat in hand, ere we brave Winter's gust, 
To say, not farewell—‘‘ Av revvir, till next year.” 
sn 


ea geeaee 
Good Gracious! 
THERE was once an old lady who kissed a cow; at Christmas time, 
however, there are lots of young ladies who kiss calves, 
If you eat too much roast goose on Christmas Day, the best thing to 
do is to take a quack pill. 


[Christmas, 1888. 


FElootsie’s Hames. 


Ones more, as poor Pa says, ‘tis merry Christmas-time, t arters 
overdue and brokers ahead. ce more ‘tis merry Christmas-tine, and 
we cook turkeys and 

> things, and buy mistle- 


ass Ee toe, and play Christ- 
c oy mas es, 
a When the Dook 
Snook was yet a curly- 
headed, beautiful 
outh, M. Charles 
ul de Kock wrote 
Les Jeux Innocents, 
beginning thusly :— 
**Chez maman tous les 
soirs on joue, 
Differents jeux fort 
amusants ; 
Mais _moi, j'aime 
mieux, je l'avoue, 
Me méler aux jeux 
innocents ; 
On s'y presse, on 
line, on cause, 
On peut parfois se 
parler bas ; 
Enfin, on se dit mainte 
chose 
Que les mamans 
n’entendent pas,” 


T also do dearly love 
“innocent games,” as 
do also Tottie Good- 
enough, Nellie Hikiks, 
aad Lardi Longsox. 
And once a year, at 
least, do we enter 
heart ana soul into the mirth and mysteries of “ Hunt the Slipper” 
(by-the-bye, Snook first introduced me into the mysteries of this game), 
“Bundles” and ‘Blowing out the Candle,” ‘‘Door Cheek” and 
“Dummy,” ‘‘ Hot Cockles,” “Jack's Alive” and “ Kissing the Candle- 
stick,” * Languishing,” ‘‘Sulks,” ‘‘ Perfect Woman,” ‘ Pinch Without 
Laughing " and “ Yar.ls of Kisses." 

There are instructive books procurable relating to the rules and 
regulations of these, and, maybe, a hundred other ‘* Round Games” for 
“ fireside and picnic ” 

There is something touching, childlike, and bland in the game of 
“ Languishiug,” the particulars of which it may be worth while to give 
as I tind them written. ‘‘ The penitent,” it says, referring to one who 
has to pay forfeit, - is ordered into a corner to languish. This is done 
by simply saying ‘I languish!’ He is then asked ‘ For whom do you 
languish ?' and answers by naming any player of the opposite sex he 
may please, who is oblized to come and kiss him, The lady then 


A stolen kiss. 


languishes for a gentleman, who approaches ber and languishes for another 
bl and so on, till the players tire all been called from their places, 
and form a line of a lady and gentleman placed alternately. When 
the line is complete, the original languisher turns round and goes to his 
seat, stopping on the way to salute all the ladies in the row. The lady 
left at the top does the same to all the gentlemen, and so on, down to 
the last player, who, having no one to kiss, had better return to his seat 
as quietly as he came from it.”"—This the Dook Snook did. 

‘Door Cheek,” if you don't know it, isn’t bad fun. The player, a 
gentleman condemned to do this penance, stands up with his back 

ainst a door. Thus pa he calls on a lady to come and face him. 

e eat complies, and calls upon a gentleman, who has to come and 
stand with his back to hers ; and so on with the whole of the company, 
care being taken that the last couple of the row be placed back to back. 
The row being complete, the crier of the forfeits gives a signal, at which 
everyone turns round and salutes the person with 
whom he now finds himselt face to face. The 
result is that the original penitent has nothing to 
kiss but the door cheek, on which he is bound to 
bestow as tender a salute as those bestowed 
behind him. Poor young man !—it was Beb we 
selected ; I cried 
the forfeits. 

Feit oe ver 
simple game,” 
anil another sor 
» Speaking o' 
“Jack's Alive,” 
“affords con- 
siderable amuse- 
ment, without in 
the least degree 
taxing the intel- 
lectual resources 
of the players.” 
The game con- 
sists of passing a 
lighted = match 
half blown out 
from one to the 
other, crying out 
“Jack’s Alive” 
as you do so, and 
fining the person 
in whose hands 
the sparks quite 
expire. 
ut for the per- 

fection of simpli- 
city give me ‘‘ Hot 
Cockles,” which 
consisted, when 
we pss ed, of Billy’s kneeling down with his head in Tottie’s lap, 
whilst Nellie, Lardi, and I fetched him hard slaps till he guessed whom 
a slap came from, only Lardi took ma’s bellows, and mals Billy wild. 
‘Blind Man's Buff,” of course, we had a turn at, and Billy caught and 
broke the Moderateur Lamp, besides upsetting a table. With respect to 
kissing games, generally, I think [cannot better conclude this improving 
discourse than by suggesting that that objectionable ceremony should 
only be introduced into those played by brothers and sisters, maiden 
aunts of a certain age, and harmless uncles. Cousins may be admitted, 
but Bob, Billy, and. the Dook, of course, don't count. It's just a 
question whether mistletoe does not come. under the heading of kissing 
gau:es. Bob and Tottie don't seem to think so. 


A turn at Blind Man's Baff. 
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ABSOLUTELY PURE. 


CADBURY’S COCOA is ABSOLUTELY PURE, and is a 
refined concentration of the strength-sustaining prineiples 
of the flesh-forming Constituents of the Cocoa - nib. 
Delicious, nutritious, easily digested, and of great economy, 
a sixpenny packet yielding fourteen large breakfast cups 
of perfect Cocoa. 


SS : 
THE LATFST NOVELTIES FOR HOUSE FURNISHING. 6 DINNER AND SUPPER D AINTIES. 
ane aster Clever Recipes Given Away with Every Packet of Bird’s Custard Powder. 

HP Peles opel ery 


§ an ras wel tipts of choice dishes. 
Pant a ee BIR D S ao 
} | Will 8 Clean.—Not Liable to Fade. - Rolls up Crease.—Will Stand Rough Wear.— 


ponge —Not traizht.—Does not 
Requires no Hemmine.—Is the Cheapent and Best” Bind in Bed World. » mame . Plain Colours and 
Artistic Designs. — idths v: 


} Fancy Patterns.—. varying from 2 to 72 in 
| THE LANCASTER ORIENTAL BLINDS. 
7 the Lancaster Window-Blind Cloth. By the skilful introduction of GOLD and SILVER 
pire renee ng.” Also the New VERANDAA BLINDS fot Sua Binds, Conservatories, Garden 
Tents, Purposes generally. In widths 36 to 72 inch: 


THe LANCASTER LINOLEUM. 


e 


THE OHEAPEST IN THE WORLD. SOLD EVERYWHERE. ‘, 
All New Designs. Warm to the Feet. Cheerful in Appearance. Easily Laid. Basily Cleaned. In 6d. Boxes, sufficient 
Guaranteed equal in bag toa wv Ae Linoleum in the Trade. and to have all the advantaces of that sold S H 
more than double the price. The wor CASTER LINOLEUM” are stamped on the back of each piece, at for 3 Pints ; 
intervals of about two yards. 1s, Boxes for 7 Pints, 
a Can be obtained from Upholsterers, Drapers, and Cabinet Makers, Everywhere. 


EXTRACT of SOAP. 


"= HUDSON'S 


= LEAVES NO 3MELL. 


A Bricut LicHTt oy.a Dark NicHt !~—Nothing cleans the chimneys and globes of lamps so well as Hupsoy’s EXtRAct OF SoaP dissolved in warn water. This is only one of the wany uses to which Hudson's Extract 


f Soap can be applied. It should be used daily for washing clothes, linen, plates, dishes, knives, Sorks, and everything. Try penny packet. 
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you fond of music, Mr. Deadhead ? 
He. No—er—not without it's played well 


ways getting into a hole. But in his worst extremity his wile and family never deserted him. 


Convict life, or the burglar's dream. 


NOT A GUNPOWDER PLOT—BUT NEAR IT. 


1. It was not gunpowder at all—but to proceed. & “Deuced ae for Mounteagle, if he 3. Lord Mounteagle broke the seal, and his face 
On the morning of November 5th. 1605.two figures should be there,” said Sir Henry when alone," al! grey hotter as he read, ** Don't 99 to Westminster 
might have been seen in close confabulation. he is with us, still he has just accepted an invitation reg econ the Right Hon.* * * intends blowing up 
“Then you will let them have it at the House to. _ to a week's shooting with the Prime Minister. " the House.” Courage was not one of his lordahip 8 
night ?" said one. ** a. was the eloquent reply. good fellow ; I will warn him. Fly with this missive to ts; may, like some statesmen of the it 
“Tis well,” cried Sir Henry Percy, for ‘twas he. Lord Mounteagle,” said he, summoning his valet. “My y, he would beneath the bed search ere he-flaid 
“You have the black flag? Once more, ‘tiswell!” —_lord,I fly,” said the valet, ashe slunk from the room. thereon. “Gunpowder !—this to the King!” 


She. Bouquet, indeed, for a Christmas box. Pshaw! does 
the man think his rubbishing flowers will make me love 
him? Now, if it had been a gold watch, or something of 
that sort, it might have been different. 


_4. “Dost comprehend this, Mounteagle?” asked 5. “ Where’s Hawkshaw, our court detec- 6. Hawkshaw had not long to wait ‘neath the 
King James, after he had perused the letter for the _ tive?" cried His Majesty. ‘Hoot! between an rtals of the Parliament Houses erc a fizure, bear- 
hundredth time. ‘ My liege,” was the reply,“‘Itake eagle and a hawk we should not buzz hard to g a revolutionary flag. approached. “Socialist! ! 
it that they with gunpowder would blow us all to pel this out,” and he smiled. “Ah, good arrest thee in the Kiny’s name!" he cricd. “ Nay 
smith——" “ Ass:” cried the King; “ canst thou not awkshaw! stands Scotland Yard where it replied the other, ‘1 am one of the uncinployed 
better read between the lines? ‘Tis dynamite they did, or have our enemies to limbo blown it? ‘The same thing,” said the detective. “Take heed ; 
would use upon our royal person and government.” See, in your hands I place this case.” thou'd best come quietly.” i 
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_ , CHRISTMAS JOYS. 
Christinas joys are words she hears 
Oft repeated. Then in tears, 

And with many mournfal sighs, 
Wonders sadly what are joys. 


He.1 start two days after Christmas tor a five years’ 
cruise; when | return, sweetest, will you be mine? 
Bre Oh, Me. Mainbeam eoear it {ma widow by that | —“Moonbeame threw tiujt dickering light on the form of the spectre, aad t was seam av 
} ; but re, dear, ‘m a widow a i vit flic 2 lig e form of thes e, and it was vig mowiy. sadly 
time, Til do ‘ee you wish. ‘ - : __ along, foll »wed by the clanking of chains, and the erating together of ‘aré 128." Glowiy, sadly 
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SIKES'S SOLILOQUY. 

>. 1 Bah! who cares for 

a> bloomin’ Christmas! yal stops a cove 
as wante to git a honest livin’ from crack 

ing a crib, so many cussed all nite parties 

goin on.” Just my luck!” 
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THE “TOOTSIE” GAVOTTE. 


Composed expressly for ALLY SLOPER, Esq., "M4 


BY | 
} | | DAN GODFREY, Bandmaster, Grenadier Guards. 
S (ENT. $T4. HALL.) | 
NN Allegretto. 2 : ‘a | 
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LARDI LONGSOx. BILL HIGGINS. TOTTIE GOODENOUGH. 
NELLIE HIKIKS. AUNT GEESER. A. SLOPER, Esq. 
TODDLES. SNATCHER. 


CHRISTMAS GAM 


See “Tue Tootsie Gavotte” on back of this picture, ¢ 
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JUBILEE. GINETTA MARGERINE. BOULANGER SHAKEBACON. McNAB. 


ALEXANDRY. COUSIN EVELINA. IKY MOSES. UNCLE BOFFIN. 
SNATCHER. TOOTSIE. DOOK SNOOK. LORD BOB. HON. BILLY. MRS. SLOPER. McGOOSELEY. 


\S GAMES AT SLOPERS. 


AVOTTE” on back of this picture, composed by Dan Goprrey, Bandmaster Grenadier Guards. 
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